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‘Around Town. 


When a man isin sound health he does not 
know that there is any such thing as good 
health, but ina disinterested sort of way he 
knows that some people are very sickly and he 
sympathizes with them more or less. But 
when the same man gets a headache of his own 
or takes a mysterious pain under his vest, then 
he suddenly becomes aware that there is such 
a thing as sound health, a blessed thing, which 
he possessed until yesterday. Tken when the 
pains take flight and the patient becomes him- 
self again, he fora day feels jubilant at the 
recovery of a forfeited treasure, and then 
gradually—sometimes not so very gradually, 
either—he falJs back into his normal condition 
of robust health and thanklessness. What an 
ingrate a man must recognize himself to be 
when he lies in the hospital for a week and sees 
life cripples and incarables around hin, and 
remembers how liitle he appreciated his long 
years of health. A young man should pause 
and listen tothe music of his vigorous blood 
pulsing through his veins, should feel his heart 
and not? the matchless precis‘on of its move- 
ments, should try his chest measure and test 
his lung expansion, should find the girth of his 
limbs and the amount of his strength—doing 
these things not boastfully, butin thankfulness 
to heaven for such various physical advantages, 
There are too many healthy peop‘e going snap- 
ping and snarling through life—men whom jou 
dare not speak to, so unsocial are they ; women 
who indulge in backbiting and spites and all 
kinds of hatefulness. There are too many of 
them and this green, sunny earth is turning 
sour, unlovely and uninhabitable under the 
inhospitable shadows they throw in all direc- 

tions. They snarl at you over counters, show 
their teeth vitiously from behind desks where 
they crouch, galvanize you with a look 
if you do not lie down on the sidewalk 
and let them walk over you when ina hurry, 
and growl and bellow like animals if you force 
them to share with you alittle of the incon- 
veniences of a crowded car. There is not 
enough gocd spirit, not enough heartiness, 
these days, I like that little rhyme by S. W. 
Foss: 

When you see a man in woe, 

Walk right up and say hello ; 

Say hello and how-d’y’ do 

An’ how’s the world a-usin’ you? 
This would be twice as good a world to live in 
now if some infernal demon had not long ago 
devised the smile as a polite improvement up- 
on the laugh which God put in the human 
throat. The smile is the counterfeit of the 
laugh, a cheap and easy counterfeit, which has 
almost displaced the sterling article, and such 
a fraud perpetuated through generations could 
not fail to produce some result. It has resulted 
in making good humor as rare as a loud laugh 
and as unreliable as the most fashionable 


smile. 
o 
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Some people read character by means of the 
laugh, but theirs is a false alphabet invented 
by the grim and dusky father of deceitful 
smiles. They pretend to say that the 
gaffaw is ominous. It is an unfailing sign 
of generosity and strength, that’s what it is. 
They say it proves lack of culture—no wonder 
if it did, since they have for centuries been cul- 
tivating the guffaw out of existence. It is bad 
form according to the form, which was origin- 
ally devised and since maintained by men who 
never had a good, honest guffaw amongst them. 
Still, there are among the smilers noble and 
good men, who sacrifice a point to custom, 
although equipped with all the best modern 
machinery for laughing guffaws. They refrain, 
but is such self-repression justifiable? Is it 
not a sin? It does not matter how a man 
laughs so long as he is heard from in peals 
strong and frequent, but there is none like the 
laugh heard reverberating through a man’s 
own house, and dancing around the windows 
trying to burst out until the great sides ot the 
building fairly shake with the internal merri- 
ment, and pedestrians stop on the sidewalk 
and laugh to think of it. No harm in spread- 
ing such a contagion as that. I am not prais- 
ing the laugh which is heard in the parlor 
when friends are being entertained, nor that 
heard on the front steps when a cranky hus- 
band is talking as nice as you please to the 
neighbors, while his wife is sitting lonely and 
discouraged inside. That kind of a laugh will 
never send out ripples to wash a frown from 
any face. Such men should smile, not laugh. 
I reject them; they encumber and sadly em- 
barrass my theory. There is ho man so con- 
temptible as he who wastes all his sweetness 
on strangers who would as cheerfully count 
the passing coaches at his funeral as at his 
wedding, and then turns from these strangers 
and bristles with every kind of selfishness to- 
wards those within the family. A man of this 
sort cannot escape detection if he alldws any- 
one ever to enter his home, for the furniture 
and the pictures on the wall seem to stare at 
him in amazement, and say as plain as words: 
** Well, blessed if he isn’t a hypocrite! Just to 
see him slinging it on, now! The old snarly- 


cat.” 


Your home is like your health, unappreciated 
until lost. Those who never had one struggle 
to secure one, and those who have lost one try to 
find another; but those who have good ones 
seldom bother thinking of their value. Politics, 
business, friendships, any small cord is strong 
enough to draw one away all day and half the 
night, When home, it is tosleep; you must 
not be disturbed, and if you remain home Sun- 
day it is to recover some of the sleep lost dur- 
ing the week. And this goes on until some 
day youcome home and find that the place is 
no longer what it was. A patient face has 


} 


vanished, a familiar figure has gone, a life has 
ended, The residence is a shell, the inside fur- 
nishings are shabby nonsense to you then. In 
business you find you have lost the unconscious 
impetus to your energy. Nor in politics can 
forgetfulness be found, while friendships reveal 
at last their shaliow depths. With a truer eye 
you see the comparative proportions of a man’s 
relations in life, and the home rises up m'les 
higher and broaier than all else. But alas, it 
is the despoiled home, marred forever and half- 
wrecked, to which you turn and its present 
desolateness reproaches your long neglect of 
it. When it was there in its completeness you 
roamed about the town in search of things to 
interest you, while you neglected its charming 
possibilities, It is the same in the city, where | and is out of temper for the rest of the day. 
men rush to clubs, theaters and lodges, and in | He considers luck is dead set against him, 


is any such thing as luck. If not, there is cer- 
tainly something which answers the purpose. 
I know a man who works all day in a shop a: d 
who therefore has ro; the Opportunities for 
walking around the streets that some enjoy, 
yet he is forever finding money on the pave- 
ment. He tells me that about twenty different 
times he has found a one or a two dollar bill, 
and these finds are b:coming more frequent 


plained to me that he never yet found a ten 
dollar bill and only once d:d he find a five— 
; always the same miserable little one or two. 


eagerly opens it in hopes that it wili be a ten, 
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TORONTO, SEPTEMBER 33, 1802. 


DULL! 


TERMS; / 


sible genius, know very well if they have 
looked back ove: the path by which they have 
come and if they will admit it, that their suc. 
cess has been determined by little things that 
Rig 


can b> called nothing but accidents. 
men at some time chanced to notice them and 


for one motive or another pulled them out of 


the rut from which they had ro idea of trying 
to clamber. Of course these mounting men 


each year. In an aggrieved voice he com- | had ability and turne’ it to account under the 


oDpor-unities presented, but I think most of 
them will admit that somewhere along the 
path the decisive turn was taken at a hazard, 


Every time he stoops to pick up a bill he/| or even en compulsion, The man who says 


there is no such thing as luck probably makes 


but no, it is a one, and he curses his hard luck | as great a mistake as the man who excuses his 
own failures by saying that luck is cverything, | 
i | Aman must have a vas: store of luck if he 
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| success is reached. 





the country where every spare moment isspent once found a five cent piece and in order to | succeeds without pcssessing any ability, and 


in the store or the hotel atthe four corners. A | propitiate luck immediately spent fifty cents 
certain smart variety of men whose ideal pleas- {| with my friends to celebrate the occasion, and 
ure is a sort of po'ite riot on good liquor and | was very thankful, but have never found a red | 
dainty victuals in some night bird’s gilded nest, | cent since, Perhaps if, like the angry finder of | 
think fit to mock the tame, hum-drum man who | one dollar bills, I had cursed my luck because 
has such immaculate notions on the virtue of | the nickel was not a quarter, I might have got 
the home that he refuses to risk carrying into | along better. The hard case of this unfor- 
it on his garments the taint of ignoble resorts, | tunate fellow who finds one dollar bills trip- 
A worldly man whois upto date—that is, a | ping him up wherever he goes, but never a ten, 
human peach whose blocm has been forever | is enough to evoke tears of sympathy. Surely 
rubbed off by coarse and begrimed hands— | it proves that there is such a thing as hard 
has need to over-persuade himself of the de- | luck. Two men will start out from opposite 
lights derived from his vagrancies, for he has | ends of the city to apply for the same job; the 
missed the subtlest satisfaction in life, the | street car running off the track will delay one 
consciousness of having carried no blemish | of them, while the other rolls down without 
into a pure home. He has not fulfilled his | interruption and secures the position. If that 
highest capacity; he has not dared to have a | delay had not heppened the result would have 
confidential communion between an open heart | been different—a different family in another 
and an honest hearth, part of the city would have starved. Even 
men who mount away up in life and are pro. 


People are divided as to whether or no there 
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he must have a tremendous amount of ability 
to succeed without the assistance of luck. 

The Exhibition will open on Monday and for 
two weeks the city will be crowded with 
people. It would not be a bad idea for 
politicians who think the country is going to 
the dogs to make it a point to attend the Fair 
on Farmers’ Day, and for newspaper men who 
are writing in the same lugubrious vein to at- 
tend at the same time and piace and see about 
twenty thousand real live farmers, The evi- 
dences of misery would be hard to find. One 
of the most noticeable features of the Fair is 
this very thing, the high average of intelligence 
and of apparent prosperity, Strangers from 
all over the world remerk upon it, and even 
visitors from tke United States notice that our 
farmers as a class take more personal comfort 
aud dress better than theirs do at home. Those 


nounced clever and the possessors of irrepres- ' who attend the Exhibition and examine only the 
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exhibits miss half the show, for the greatest 
educational feature of the institution is the 
instructive lesson to be found in studying the 
people. No people anywhere have a more pros. 
perous and healthy appearance. The Exhibi- 
tion will likely draw a greater crowd this year 
than ever before, for it !s steadily in the ascend- 
ant. Fa'‘ra indifferent parts have grown great 
and then come to grief becau xe the management 
has become rusty and the offi ials’ heads swelled 
unduly, and when the officials of a public insti- 
tution get proud flesh where their brains ought 
to be, there is an early calamity. But the To- 
ronto Fair is on the up track and continues 
there with praiseworthy diligence, Manacer 
Hill, and those who co-operate with him, seem- 
ing never to grow dizzy whatever towering 
TLe additional ground 
called into use this year will prevent many of 
the inconveniences of previous years, 


e * 
In the morning and evening supplications of 
the exemplary man who edits the Telegram, 
there is no doubt he prays that his prophecies 


| as to the murderous results of introducing the 


trolley cars in Toronto may be fulfilled to the 
uttermost. There is little reason to doubt that 
he would heroically suffer the loss of some of 
his own friends who come in to visit him dur- 
ing the Exhibition, provided the death scene 
were particularly revolting and the editorial 
quill could be pointed at the blood-red wheels 
of the passing car and scrawl in letters of 
screeching size the ancient platitude: ‘‘ I told 
youso!” There is little doubt that the editor 
in question is waiting with a sort of brutal, 
cannibalistic hunger for the vast crowds of 
the Exhibition to arrive and for the trol- 
ley cars to start. The two events are 
so happily timed that there is opened 
up & delightfully bloody prospect for the next 
two weeks. The police should keep a careful 
watch upon some of these newspaper men to 
prevent them from actually shoving people 
under the trolley cars. Unless accidents are 
as frequent as it is hoped they will be, we do 
not know to what lengths this anti-trolley 
lunacy may drive the afflicted ones. 

The Telegram on Tuesday came out with this 
double head: ‘‘Running up a Record—Two 
Deaths Yesterday from Accidents Due to 
Trolley Cars—Two fatalities in one day is a 
pretty good record for the trolley innovation.” 
This should convince the police that the trolley 
is entitled to protection from those who plot to 
ruin its reputation. In the first place, the two 
accidents did not occur on the same day, one 
happening, I think, on Friday and the other on 
Monday. In neither case did the deceased 
have anything to do with the trolley, and 
neither of them was touched by a car, both 
being thrown and killed by skittish horses 
which became alarmed, it is alleged, at seeing 
and hearing the cars. You must go a long way 
around to lay these deaths at the door of the 
trolley. The parasol is not a particularly 
deadly thing nor one against which people are 
warned, yet it is safe to say that it has caused 
more fatalities of the nature of these two than 
the trolley can equal in alongtime. Perhaps 
torn fragments of the evening paper in ques- 
tion lying upon the road or tossed about by the 
winds have caused half a dozea runaway 
accidents in the past ten years, but these are 
hardly among the sins for which that 
journal is responsible. Horses occasionally 
kill people, and will so long as they are used by 
men ; anything that moves faster than a man 
moves will now and then run over somebody ; 
the old horse cars of Toronto have killed scores 
of people and the new cars will kill scores 
more, but it is reprehensible to play on the 
fears of timid people by referring to the trolley 
as a regular slaughterer. It will not chase 
anybody down a side street for the fiendish fun 
of crushing him. Two weeks ago three acci- 
dents occurred on the horse cars in three con- 
secutive days. It is unfair to the trolley to 
blame it for the folly of horses, 
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The city newspapers which come out edito- 
rially and try to belittle Edward Blake and 
allow anonymous: correspondents to attempt 
the same thing, might surely find some less 
indecent employment. A man’s spite must be 
undying and his judgment entirely decayed 
when he cannot recognize that Mr. Blake 
is doing Canada an immeasurable outside 
service. In Great Britain he is a Canadian, 
and whether people are brought over to Home 
Rule or not by his speeches in and out of 
Parliament, this one thing is certain, that be- 
fore the power of his presence will recede and 
vanish much of the prevalent ignorance about 
the colonies of British America. This cowatry 
is too generally known among the common 
people of Great Britain by only such 
episodes as the fate of Benwell, by the 
stuffed wild animals which huntsmen take 
home with them, and by newspaper articles 
describing our icy winter and backwoods ad- 
ventures. Mr. Blake in his tropical hat and 
snowy shirt-front is scarcely a figure reconcil- 
able with preconceived notions of what a Cana- 
dian must necessarily be. He does not look as 
though he had been scalped by Indians, and the 
most imaginative eye cannot discern where he 
hes been damaged in a fight with a grizzly bear, 
Then, too, when he commences to speak he 
has not the drawling jargon of a wood 
chopper, but a vocabulary of pure English ex- 
celled by no man in Lords or Commons, unless 
it be Gladstone himself. As a scholar, too, he 
does not show meanly, and before the Eighty 
Club, or on the floor of the House when it 
opens, he can display « versatility, a logic and 
a facility for marshalling even imperfect facts 
into an invincible phalanx, second to not one 
in that greatest of parliaments, While every 
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unprejudiced English paper is expressing 
admiration for his splendid gifts, surely it is 
unbecoming for the newspapers here to jibe in 
an envious and petty way. Worse still is it for 
them to permit those anonymous bores who 
are constantly storming the papers with use- 
less opinions on all subjects, to bark at a safe 
distance from his heels, When a man has 
neither an opinion worth expressing nor 4 
name worth publishing, it is shameful for 
@ newspaper to give him space for 
vicious maunderings, The public should 
hold a newspaper responsible for all the 
bad taste, silliness, falsehoods and vice of any 
sort contained in the letters of its anonymous 
correspondents. It is the opinion of a good 
many people that Eiward Biake has won a 
right to be let alone by the gad-flies of the 
local press. MACK, 





Social and Personal. 


A very stylish and fashionable wedding took 
place on Tuesday afternoon at S. Luke’s 
church, it being the marriage of Dr. Alexander 
Trevor Abbott of Philadelphia and Miss 
Georgina Picton Osler, eldest daughter of Mr. 
Justice Osler. A number of guests, much 
augmented by the usual interested party of 
ladies and gentlemen whom a church wedding 
always attracts, were present to witness the 
ceremony. Miss Osler’s wedding gown was of 
rich white corded silk with tulle veil and 
bouquet of white roses. Her bridesmaids 
were her three sisters, the Misses Amy, 
Clara and Beatrice Osler, who wore dresses 
of white crepeline and hats of white 
chiffon with natural sweet pea flowers. 
These soft and dainty costumes set off in 
charming wise the blonde beauty of the grac:- 
ful young ladies. Two small maids of honor, 
the Misses Osler and Gwynn, wore baby frocks 
of white crepeline, with lace and trimmings of 
pink and pretty chapeaux of chiffon with small 
pink flowers. Dr. Ghrisky of Philadelphia and 
Dr. Hewettson of Baltimore were also of the 
wedding group. Canon O:;ler of York Mills 
performed the ceremony. The ushers were 
Messrs. Harry Gordon, Britton, Osler and 
Lieut. Walkem, who were dressed in the 
uniform of the Kingston Military College. At 
the dejeuner, which was held at the residence 
of Justice Osler, 35 Avenue street, were, among 
others, the following guests: Chief Justice 
Hagarty, Mr. and Mrs, Charles Moss, Mr. 
Thomas Moss, the Misses Moss, Miss 
Saoively, Dr. and Mrs. I. H. Cameron, 
Mr. and Mrs. D’Alton McCarthy, Mr. and 
Mrs. A. M. Cosby, Mr. Walter Read, 
Mr. B. Cawthra, Justice and Mrs. Falcon- 
bridge, Sir Thomas Galt, Mr. and Mrs, Wal- 
lace Nesbit, Mr. and Mrs. John Hoskin, Mr, 
and Mrs. B. B. O;ler and Mr. F. W. Gerald 
Fitzgerald. Dr. and Mrs, Abbott left on the 
evening train for Philadelphia, where they will 
in future make their home. 





Mrs, F. Leach and child are summering at 
Muskoka. 


Veranda parties are the latest novelty in the 
way of evening amusement at Center Island 
and are very much enjoyed by a number of 
Islanders and their guests. 

* 


Cards are out for the marriage of Miss 
Margaret Maude Macdonell of Dundas street, 
and Mr. Lewis Martin Hayes. The ceremony 
will take place on Thursday morning next at 
St. Helen’s church. 


Mr. Charles Thompson of College street is 


visiting his son in Chicago. 
* 


Miss Jacques, who has been visiting at Pres- 
ton Springs, has returned home. 


Mrs. Dr. Hall of Jarvis street is spending a 
lovely holiday at Ashbury Park, N.Y. 


Miss Mary Jones is visiting Mrs. Crane in 
Owen Sound. 


* 
Mrs. Oates, sister of Dr. Meritt, 176 Jarvis 
street, Mr. Oates and family are visiting Dr. 
Meritt, and intend remaining in Toronto for 


some time. 
ae 


Mr. Arthur Evans returned hom: recently 
from a lengthy visit at Richmond Hill, and left 
last Thursday for Kingston to attend the Royal 
Military College. 


* 
Mr. Phillips has been holidaying at Muskoka 


for a week, 
+. 


Miss O'Connor and Miss Anna Fitzgerald of 
Cleveland, O., are the guests of the Misses 
Wren of Sydenham street. 


Miss Mabel Gardner of Toronto, Miss Maude 
Newton, Miss Abbie Pitou and Miss Louise 
Pitou of New York, are spending the autumn 
at Poplar Point, Lake Simcoe, the teautiful 
summer villa of Mr. Augustus Pitou of New 
York. 


* 
Professor and Mrs. Wm. Clark intend to re- 
turn from Brockville next week. 


Col. Sir Casimir Gzowski, Lady Gzowski and 
Mrs. Gzowski have returned home from Eng- 
land, 


Mr. S.J. Jarvis, photographer, Ottawa, and 
Mr. H. B. Manley, formerly of Toronto and now 
of Ottawa, are making a trip through British 
Columbia and the Pacific Coast. Mr. Jarvis 
has his camera and is taking some fine photos 
of that country. 


The Rev. Prof. Clark of Trinity College has 
been acting as locum tenens for the Ven. Arch- 
deacon Jones of Brockville, during his abseace 
in the old country. Large congregations have 
been attracted to the services by the well 
known ability of Prof. Clark as a preacher and 
lecturer. He has also delivered a course of 
three public lectures in the Victoria Hall which 
have been attended by large audiences, His 
ability as a public lecturer is well known. 


Mr. and Mrs. W. B. Musson of 145 Howland 
avenue returned on Wednesday from their 
trip to Mackinaw. 


Mr. W. C. Lawaon, an old Toronto boy, and 
now one of the superintendents of the Chicago 
waterworks, has been visiting his friends in 
the city. 


Mra, Allan McNab, 94 Wellesley street, who 
has been spending a few weeks at Sault Ste. 





TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


Marie and Mackinac, has returned to the city. | bridal gifts were a subs‘antial cheque and a | of weeks at Hamill’s Hotel, Hamill’s Point, 


While at the ‘‘Soo” Mrs. McNab was the guest 
of Mrs. R. A. Lyon. 


Mrs. Midgley of Alexander street is visiting 
friends in Galt. ; e 


* 
Mr. P. McArthur of New York is visiting 


Mr. Smith of Simcoe street for a few days. 
C7 


At Mrs. J. Robertson’s bonfire party last 
week quite a number of guests were present. 
Mrs. Arkle chaperoned a large party of young 
people from the Point. So many grouped near 
the glowing embers in their varied and gay 
costumes presented a most charming picture. 
It is needless to say that an enjoyable time 


was spent, 3 


Mr. W. H. Chandler is staying at the Pene- 
tanguishene. Messrs. A. M. Crosby, A. Nairn, 
W. P. Morse, G. H. Copp, G. B. Burns and G. 
H. Baird are other Torontonians at this popular 


resort. 
. * 


The lacrosse match last Saturday afternoon 
between Cornwall and Toronto was attended 
by nearly five thousand people, the majority of 
whom were most enthusiastic and continually 
applauded the skiltul playing of both teams. 
Although the match resulted in favor of the 
visiting club, no person covld help but admit 
that the Torontos played well, although they 
failed to score more than one game. A large 
number of ladies were present and ap- 
peared to be greatly interested in the play. 
Among those presentI noticed: MissJones, Mr. 
Houston, Mr. J. Cameron, Miss Patterson, 
Miss Clark, Messrs. G. and W. Hart, Mrs. and 
Miss Baldwin, Mr. H. Martin, Miss Strathy, 
Miss Mason, Miss T. Mason, Mr. Baldwin, Miss 
O, Bain, Mr. Gordon McKay, Mr. H. Pringle, 
Mr. Minty and Mr. Cassels. 

* 


Miss Start, daughter of the late Judge Start 
of Hamilton, spent part of last week in town 
with friends, 


Mrs. Gosling and Miss Alton Gosling of Well- 
ington place sailed recently for England. 
7 * 


Miss Gertrude Thompson of 173 College street 
is visiting her aunt, Mrs, Dixon, at Rutherford, 


New Jersey. a 


Mrs. F. J. Eby and family of Bloor street 
west, who have been house boating on Georgian 


Bay, have returned to town. 
* 


Miss Lou Farquhar of Wilton crescent left 
last week for an extended visit to her sister, 
Mrs. Hurdley of Detroit. 

+ 


Mrs. Grant and Miss Kate Hay of Isabella 
street have returned from a trip on the upper 
lakes. 


Among the guests at The Penetanguishene 
are: Mr. and Mra. C. Cooper, Mr. and Mrs. A, 
Crawford, Miss Crawford, Miss Kate Crawford, 
Mr. W. C. Crowther, Mr. and Mrs. W. A. Wil- 
son and family, Mc. R. A. Grant, Mr. and Mrs, 
B. Wadsworth, the Misses D'Arcy Boulton, 
Mr. W. R. Wadsworth, Mr. J. Fairbarn, Mr. J. 
F. Small, Mr. T. Hunter, Mr. and Mrs. J, 
Greer and family, Mrs. McDougall, Miss Mac- 
Callum, Mrs. Butt, Mr. A. W. Dodd, Mr. H. S. 
Howland, the Misses Howland, Mr. and Mrs, 
J. K. Lisken and family, Miss D’Espard of 
Toronto, Mr. G. H. Hollistien of Rutherford, 
N. J., Mrs. Lay, Miss Campbell of Baltimore, 
Mr. M. J. Dodge, Mr. W. Dodge of Waubau- 
shene, Mr. and Mrs. F. A. Wright of Cincin- 
nati, O., Mr. L. Randolph of New York, Mr. G, 
V. Greenhill of Galt, Mr. and Mrs. B. D. Rowe 
of Kansas City, Mr. and Mrs. G. L. Ryan of 
Ogdensburg, Mrs. R. Butterworth, the Misses 
Butterworth, Mrs. J. S. Labelle of Windsor, 
Messrs. W. J. and L. McDevitt, Mr. C. Kessler, 
Mr. H. A. Schaub of Pittsburg, Mr. and Mrs, 
M. C. Rogers of Peterboro’, Mr. and Mrs, J. 
Bicknell and family, Mr. and Mrs. L _H. Parker, 
Mr. A. Harvey of Hamilton, Mr. and Mrs. R. 
Keating, the Misses Keating of Baffa'o, Miss 
Davoch of D.troit. 


A very enjoyable At Home was given by Mrs, 
Tremayne at the rectory, Mimico, on Friday 
afternoon of last week. A large number availed 
themselves of the kindness of Rev. Canon Tre- 
mayne and his wife and spent a very pleasant 


| time from five to ten p.m. 
. 


Miss Amy Hope of Henry street is summer- 


ing on the Island with friends. 


The marriage of Mr. W. McKeough and Miss 
Stewart will take place at St. Peter's Church, 


on Wednesday afternoon next. 
* 


On Friday evening, August 26, a most charm- 
ing little card pirty and impromptu dance was 
given by Mrs. Howard of Gerrard street. 
Among those present were: Mrs, Lewis 





Howard, who wore a silver gray silk ben- 
galine gown with lisse, and slippers the same 
shade ; Mrs. Pyne, black lace and pink roses; 
Miss Carter of Picton, buttercup pongor silk 
and creme lace; Mrs. Skeith, steel gray otto- 
man cord with pretty trimming; Mr. and Mrs. 
Fletcher, Mr. E, Bird, Mr. and Mrs. Wilson 
Howard, Dr. Pyne, Mr. P. Scholfield, Dr. 
Burns, Mr. W. Hart, Mr. L. Howard, Mr. Mc- 
Givern and others. 


The Misses Mason of Harr Hall, Well ngton 
street, gave a small evening last week for their 
guests, Miss Start and Miss Nettle, 


The marriage of Mr. Jarvis and Miss Mere- 
dith is fixed for the fifteenth of this month. 


An interesting September wedding will take 
a popular young lady from Lowther avenue to 
be the bonnie bride. 


An interesting and pretty wedding, notice of 
which was unavoidably crowded out last week, 
took place at St. Dunstan’s Church, Streets- 
ville,on August 16, when Mr. C. J. Kidd of 
Athlone and Miss Annie Mahony were made 
one. The bride worea rich white silk gown, 
with orange blossoms and pearls, and was at- 
tended by two charming little maids of honor, 
the Misses Patricia and Inez Brazell, in white 
silk frocks and veils and carrying baskets of 
flowers. The ceremony was performed by Rev. 
Father Trailing, assisted by Rev. Father Egan. 
After the service a recherche breakfast was 
given at the home of the bride’s parents. Mr, 
and Mre, Kidd left for an extended trip down 
the St. Lawrence, returning through the 
Eastern States. Among the; many handsome 


fine piano from the parents of the bride. 


Rev. Mr. and Mrs, Alford, of Sibley, have been 
visiting Mr. and Mrs. James Pringle of On- 
tario street. 


* 

Mrs. Barnett Elzas of 272 George street has 
returned from a visit to Eagland. Mr. and 
Mrs. Elzas paid a fortnight’s visit to Riviere du 
Loupand report a most charming sojourn in 
that delectable region. 


* 

Ascension Church was the scene of a very 
elegant wedding on Wednesday last, at two 
o’clock. The bride was Miss Isabella L. Wynn, 
of 95 Peter street, and the groom Mr. Gorge 
W. Stewart, of Wyld, Grasett & Darling. The 
bridal party consisted of the bride and her 
three attendants, her sister, Miss Grace 
Wynn, Miss Jefinie Smith and Miss Mary 
Stewart. Mr. George Stewart was supported 
by his brother, Mr. Alfred Stewart, arid Mr. 
James Madden, who gave away the bride. 
Miss Wynn wore a robs of white silk, and a 
lace veil, and carried white roses. Her brides- 
maids wore cream silk, with large leghorn hats 
trimmed with roses. The ceremony was per- 
formed by the Rev. Mr. Rennison, and Mr. 
Doward presided at the organ. After the 
marriage the guests and bridal party returned 
to the residence of the bride’s mother 
and a choice dejeuner was served. Mr. and 
Mrs. Stewart left on the Chicora for Buffalo, 
and will travel through the Eastern States dur- 
ing the honeymoon. Among the guestsI no- 
ticed: Mr. and Mrs. P. D. Wood of Syracuse, 
Rev, J. M. Stewart of Ayr, Mr. and Mrs. J. T. 
Madden, Mr. and Mrs. Gibson, Mr. and Mrs. 
Wood of Uxbridge, Mr. and Miss Biss2ll, Mr., 
Mrs. and Miss Whatmouth, the Misses Hirst, 
Anderson, Birchall, Fleming and Clarke, Mr. 
and Mrs. Fraser of Lefroy, Mr. and Mra. 
Broddy of Uxbridge, Miss Marion Stewart of 
Woodstock, Messrs. W. Applebe, F. Rowland, 


Strachan, McKenzie, Lennox and Anderson. 
* 


A handsome wedding gift was presented to 
Mr. George Stewart by his fellow employees, 
in the shape of a bronze clock and statuettes. 
Mr. Stewart's present to his bride was an ele- 
gant little gold watch and a fob chain set with 


diamonds. ie 


Two young artists who have done some very 
pretty work lately, the Misses Daisy E. Clarke 
and Emily E. Denison, have opened a studio 
and classes at 114 Richmond street west. Miss 
Denison is a granddaughter of Col. R T. Dani- 
son, and both young ladies are enthusfastic 


artistes. 
o 


Honorable John Beverley Robinson, who has 
been for some time in England, returned to 
Toronto last Wednesday. 

* 


The Lieutenant-Governor is in Kingston for 


a short visit. z 


Professor and Mrs. Goldwin Smith enter- 
tained Sir James Lyall and Lady Lyall at 


dinner on Wednesday evening. 
. 


Mr. C. R. Biggar has returned from his sum- 
mer outing. 


Mrs. H. G. Collins and family have just re- 
turned from a two years’ residence in Ger- 
many, where Mr. Collins will pursue his 
studies still another year. Miss May Anderson 
has accompanied her sister from London. 


Mr. Walter Read has returned from his holi- 
day at Port Sandfield, Muskoka. 
* 


Mr. J. Lonsdale Capreol, Assistant Clerk of 
the Executive Council, was married on Wed- 
nesday to Miss Mima Dumble at Cobourg, the 
home of the bride. Mr. and Mrs. Capreol will 
reside on Lowther avenue after the bridal tour, 
which includes New York, Boston and other 
American cities. Last Monday the Attorney 
G:neral’s Department presented Mr. Caprzol 
with an elegant French china dinner set, im- 


ported for the occasion. 
o 


Mr. Herbert Ellsworth of H imilton isin To- 
ronto for a holiday visit. 
7 


Cards are ou’ for the wedding of Miss Henri- 
etta E. Hamilton, daughter of Mr. W. B. 
Hamilton of 202 Jarvis street, and Mr. Hod- 
gins. The coremony will take place on Tues- 
day next at the above address. Miss Hamil- 
ton’s removal from Toronto will leave a blank 
not easily filled both in socia! and charitable 
circles, where her refined and amiable presence 
and faithful work are known and prized by a 
very large number of friends. She was pre- 
sented last Thursday with a very elegant case 
of souvenir spoons and a silver clasped card 
case by her fellow-workers on the Board of the 


Girls’ Home, where her loss will be most felt. 


Dr. C. R. Jackson of Buffalo is the guest of 
Dr. Murray McFarlane. 


Sir William Howland is traveling in the 
North-West. 


* 
Miss Kate Johnson, late of Hellmuth Ladies’ 
College, has come to Toronto to reside. She is 
now visiting Miss Grier of Bishop Strachan 


School. _ 


Mr. George W. Johnson of Upper Canada 
College has returned from a holiday up the 


lakee. s 


Miss Dolly Pell of Rusholme road and Miss 
E. Woodland have returned from their visit to 
Niagara Falls, having spent a very enjoyable 


time. 
oo 


Mr. Percy Scholfield, manager Standard 
Bank, Brussels, has been spending his holidays 
in the city. 


Mrs, Cook of Mount Forest is the guest of 
Mrs. A. Stovel. 2 


Master John Cawthra, son of Mrs, Joseph 
Cawthra of Guisley House, Rosedale, is spend- 
ing a couple of weeks with his aunt and uncle 
at Hamill’s Point, Lake Joseph, Muskoka. 
Jack, as he is called by his friends, has made 
several fine catches of bass and pickerel in 
Lake Joseph, Little Lake Joseph and Bass 


Lake. ‘4 


Dr. Fred Roe of Kensington, England, was in 
the city on a short visit this week. 
7 


Miss Ross of Ord street is spending a couple 





























Lake Joseph, Muskoka. 
* 


Mr. Grenville P. Kleiser has returned from 
the far West, where he met with enthusiastic 
receptions and great success. He intends mak- 
ing another similar tour in October. 


Ms. William McCandlish Radford, brother of 
Mr, J. A. Radford of Toronto, and a promising 
architect of Montreal, died on August 24, from 
caries of the spine, the result of injuries suffered 
in a football match sone three years ago. At 
sixteen years of age he contributed illustrations 
to American Magazines, and his early demise 
has cut short a life that bid fair to be crowned 


with success and honor. 
. 


The directors and members of the Toronto 
Lacrosse Club purpose holding a huge garden 
party, on September 10, in aid of the Sick 
Children’s Hospital, under the distinguished 
patronage: of His Exceilency the Governor- 
General, Lady Stanley, and His Honor the 
Lieutenant-Governor and Mrs. Kirkpatrick. 
The principal feature of the afternoon’s 
enjoyment will be a novel lacrosse match be- 
tween two fossil teams of 1866 lacrossists styled 
Buffers and Duffers, Many well known citizens 
will figure on the field that day. Among them 
will be found Messrs. J. Massey, C. H. Nelson, 
J. Henderson, C. Robinson, S. Hughes, M.P., J. 
L. Hughes, Ross Mackenzie, R. and T. Mitchell, 
W. J. Suckling, J. Logan, J. Aird, D. Hender- 
son, E. Smith, E. J. Lennox. Mr. Geo, Massey 
of New York will captain the Buffers, while 
Col. Bob. Hamilton will act in alike capacity 
for the Duffers. All the tennis clubs in the 
city have expressed their willingness to take 
part in the general festivities, which will in- 
clude bicycle and running races between Cana- 
da’s champions. Both bands of the Q.O. R.— 
bugle and brass—will be in attendance. 

Mr. Cain and Miss Susie Ellis have returned 
from Prout’s Neck. 


Miss Victoria Mason’s pre‘ty waltz, Govern- 
ment House, will be out next week, and I pre- 
dict for it a very favorable verdict from our 
smart set. Doubtless many a fleet-footed 
dancer will enjoy it in the brilliant season be- 


fore us, 
* 


Mr, and Mrs. William Osgoodby and family 
have returned from a visit to Muskoka. A 
scheme is on foot among a aumber of friends to 
purchase one of the islands and build a colony 
of cottages thereon, for the eujoyment of future 


summers in romantic Muskoka, 


Mr. and Mrs. R. U. McPherson have returned 
after a three weeks’ outing at Rosseau, Parry 
Sound and Penetanguishene. 

* 

The refining influence of the beautiful in 
nature is being illustrated weekly in the dusty 
precincts of St. John’s Ward, when a wise and 
kind citiz2n distributes plants and flowers to 
the poor habitants of that district. Mr. Harry 
Piper’s flower mission has already sown the 
seeds of what may be the outgrowth of a better 
thought and purpose in the lives of his poor little 
friends, The following good people have given 
of their floral store to speed the mission to suc- 
cess: Mrs. Major, Mrs. Joseph Rogers, Mrs. R. 
A, Scarlett, Mrs. John Winchester, Mrs. John 
Laxton, Mrs. L. Murray, Mrs. C. Cooper, Mrs. 
J. Shapter, Mrs. A. Gianelli, Mrs. James Dit- 
worth, Mrs. H. Piper, Mrs. W. P. Atkinson, 
Mrs. H. H. Cook, Mrs. T. Hook, Mrs. G. Gale, 
Mrs. J. S. Williams, Mrs. L. P. Genereux, 
Mrs. Ald. Shaw, Mrs. Hume Blake, Mrs. 
Watkins, Mr. G. Metcalf, Mrs. Sutherland, 
Mrs. J. Forest and Mrs, J. G. Robinson. 

Mr. and Mrs. Bourlier and family have re- 
turned from their summer sojourn at Prout’s 
Neck. Among other Canadians who visited 
this charming resort were Mr. and Mrs, J. G. 
Scott and Mr. and Mrs. Hoyles of Toronto. 

* 

An interesting arrival to the parents of 
young “‘buds” is that of Miss Vennor, whose 
prospectus for a girls’ school will be found 
worth reading. Miss Vennor is a highly ac- 
complished lady and will no doubt make a large 
namber of friends among our best people. 

a 
Mr, and Mrs. E. E. Sheppard and family have 


returned from Germany. 
a. 


Mr. W. O. Forsyth has returned from 
Vienna. 





Business. 


‘I tell you,” he said disconsolately, ‘‘ women 
are altogether too business-like nowadays.” 

‘* What’s the matter?” 

“T proposed to the heiress yesterday.” 

** Did she accept you?” 

**No. She took out her note-book, wrote my 
name and address in it and said she would con- 
sider my application.” 





PARIS KID GLOVE STORE 


4-Batton Swede 


«1, $1 25, $1.50 






We have opened our dressmaking rooms, 
and are prepared to complete orders on the 
shortest possible notice. 

New dress materials and trimmings, suit- 
able for fall costumes. 


WM. STITT & CO. 


DINNER SETS 








We have a number of pretty patterns, the i of whic 


we can sell separately or make up into small sete. 


PANTECHNETHECA 


Cor. Adelaide and Yonge Streets 


CUNARD LINE 


Sailing Every Saturday from New 
York 


UNSURPASSED FOR 


Safety, Civility and Comfort 
W. A. GEDDES, AGENT 


69 Yonge Street, Toronto 


OUTHERN 
TOUR 


Bermuda, Florida, Nassau, Cuba, Mexico, Jamaica, Bar- 
bodos, West Indies, Azores, Reviera, Egypt, Palestine, Etc., 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND 


Gen. 8. 8. and Tourist Agency, 72 Yonge St., Toronto. 


HERBERT E. SIMPSON 


PHOTOGRAPHER 
143 College Street - - Toronto 


8ap DOOR WEST OF QUEEN 8ST. AVENUE 
Successor to late Norman & Frasur. 


C. Stedman Fieroe 


FROM ART TOILET SCHOOL, MASONIC TEMPLE, CHICAGO, 


Now at 3 King Street E., 1oronto 
TAKE ELEVATOR 


Facial Massage and Hygiene Steaming 


Manicure. 

Dr. J. Parker Pray’s Manicure goods for sale. Mme. 
Bra-Z ‘e’s Cream and im, Josephine Moore’s ‘‘ Always 
Young.” Isabel Cassidy’s of New York, Toilet Good's, the 
beet I can find for my customers. Work done and lessons 

ven. The Home Toilet Vaporizer. Steam apparatus for 

ome use forsale. The most compete apparatus of the 
kiod on the market. Gente’ Face Massage and Moustache 
Stimulant. Dr. Woodward’s Hermosa we use in the an- 
tiseptic toilet bath, and Pascaline obtained from white 
lambs wool, unequalled fr softening, cleansing, bleach- 
ing and nourishiog the skin. The Francie Cleveland Beau- 
tifier. My goods are all made by a physician specialist for 
the toilet trade. Thanks to my many Oanadian customers 
that have patronized mein my fifteen years business on 
King street. No. 1 Toilet Parlors, No. 2 Pattern Rooms, 
No, 3 King Street E., Toronto. 














WE INVITE INSPECTION 


OF OUR NEW STOCK OF 


Cutlery Cabinets = 


Banquet and Piano Lamps 
5 O’Clock Tea Sets and Onyx Tables 


SUITABLE FOR WEDDING PRESENTS 


RICE LEWIS & SON 


(LIMITED) 


King Street East 


TORONTO 





THE LATEST NOVELTY 
Perfumed Note Paper and Envelopes 


SWEET LAVENDER | 
MIGNONETTE 


MAY BLOSSOI\ 
JASMINE 


LILY OF THE VALLEY 
WILD HYACINTHS 


We have much pleasure in calling your attention to the New and Fashionable Note 


Paper and Envelopes, of which we are now showing the above varieties. 


Each sheet of 


Paper bears a Floral design in natural colors, and both Paper and Envelopes are Perfumed 


to correspond. 
POST PAID - - 


James Bain & Son - 


- 85c, BAOH BOX 


Fine Stationery 
TORONTO 
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As Summer Fades. 


NIFORMITY in color seems to be 

the coming idea in costumes. 

Dress, bonnet, gloves and wrap 

of one general shade are among 

the most correct of the new 

fashions. While this is to some 

extent monotonous, it has certain Ss 
judiciously used, make this undercurrent 
merely the foundation for exquisite effects ; 
for while the uniformity in color exists, it is 
apparent chiefly in the material, and may be so 
subdued or neutralized by trimming and ar- 
rangement that it adds to rather than detracts 


tions in the way of trimmings. These, 


from the charm, 


To know how to handle garnitures so that 
they will produce the best effects is one of the 
fine arts of dressmaking and millinery. Let 
goods be never so unpromising and the color 
almost hopelessly unbecoming, yet the artist in 
trimming will create out of it something which 
“will be the delight of the woman who is for- 
tunate enough to own it and the envy of those 
who see her wear it, and who wonder how it is 
And the 
more the uninitiated and inartistic woman 
tries it, the more she wonders; for by no means 
known to her can she succeed in doing any- 
thing with the materials which have been 80 
well managed by other hands. And there is no 
trimming which has such possibilities as lace. 
In heavy grades and wide widths it is used to 
tone down and brighten up all sorts of glaring 
or monotonous looking fabrics; it relieves 
plainness, creates style and dressiness and 
makes a handsome costume of the simplest and 
most inexpensive material, Ribbon is the fav- 
orite associate of lace, and the two are fre- 


possible to produce such results. 


quently used in combination. 
* 


Of course, it is quite easy, in such cases, to 
mike the trimming much more costly than the 
dress ; but to this there is no objection when 
such charming costumes are the result. And, 
besides, the lace may outlast a dozen dresses, 
and the ribbons are cleanable and possibly 
dyeable, rendering them useful and valuable 
long after the fabric and its fashion have 


passed away and perished from remembrance. 
Therefore in buying dress materials it is well 
to select good and durable lace and ribbon, 
even though they are to trim delicate and in- 
expensive fabrics. The fancy for puffs, ruffles, 
frills and*draperies upon skirts has settled 
down into a sort of healthful moderation. 
There are just enough of them to be graceful 
and becoming, but not enough to be fussy and 
overdone. A very pretty costume has the 
usual plain bell skirt with demi-train. A ten- 
inch flounce made straightway of the goods is 
placed at the hem of this skirt ; a band of two- 
inch wide velvet edges the flounce, and be- 
tween wide, somewhat scanty box-plaits are 
knots of velvet rather closely drawn down. 
” 

A skirt of striped and water-lined crepon has 
a deep garniture made of narrow ribbons inter- 
woven in basket-braid fashion, the spaces be- 
tween the ribbons being equal to their width. 
At intervals of a few inches there are full 
rosette bows of the ribbon with ends about 
three or four inches long. The trimming is 
placed about three or four inches above the 
lower edge of the skirt. As the season ad- 
vances, a great deal of velvet will be worn, 
more indeed than for many seasons past. 
Velvet sleeves, vests, bias skirt trimmings, 
panels and similar combination sections are to 
be made of velvet, and a special feature of the 
coming winter will be the entire waist of velvet 
to be worn with skirts of silk or woolen goods. 

e 

For ruchings of silk, which act as a foot frill 
upon the summer gowns, eau.de-Nil and rose 
pink isan exquisite combination. The effect 
is very pretty when worn at the bottom of a 
black grenadine, 


To wash ribbon ruches, just dip them in am- 
monia and water. They must not be squeezed 
or wrung out, but dipped and smoothed until 
clean, then rinsed and dried. Then recur] the 
raveled ruches with curling tongs as if they 


were hair. 
. 


Three petticoats prepared for a bride were 
very lovely. Number one was of rich black 
moire, and was lined through with thin silk of 
a faint sea-shell pink. The inside was flounced 
with soft chiffon, also in pink, up to about the 
knees, and the trimming for the outside con- 
sisted of frills of black Maltese lace of an ex- 
ceedingly pretty pattern, which were caught 
here and there with tiny bowsof pink ribbon 
half veiled by the lace. The second was or- 
dained for street or ordinary wear, and when 
the young bride of eighteen summers lifts her 
simple gown of plain navy blue serge, she will 
show a dainty underskirt of thick surah silk in 
the richest shade ofcrimson. It is trimmed 
with three full graduated ruches of frayed-out 
silk, the largest one b2ing placed at the extreme 
edge of the skirt. Just inside the petticoat is 
a finely plaited flounce of deep coffee lace. The 
third, a perfect dream of loveliness, was des- 
tined for evening wear, and wasof pure white 
moire, lined up part of the way inside with pale 
lettuce-green silk, over which fell frills of soft- 
est white chiffon, the green showing through 
the chiffon with the prettiest possible effect. 
The outside was ornamented with two rills of 
fine real Valenciennes, which had white bebe 
ribbon drawn through, and tied in bunches at 
intervals. All the above were most deliciously 
scented, the white being especially fragrant 
with lilac perfume, 


Magenta, a shade that has been out of favor 
for some time past, is once more to the fore, 
and whosoever possesses antiquated gowns of 
this color can safely bring them to the light 
again. If the froc< is of either silk or brocade, 
it may be trimmed with very pale gray jvelvet. 
The plain skirt might be frilled around the 
hem with ribbon of two shades of gray, edged 
with atiny steel frinze. This should be gath- 
ered in stiff half-loop folds, and lightly laid over 
a small, scant fl ance of the magenta silk, The 
bodice, cut into poiats back and front, may be 
bordered with steel-trimmed frills of gray vel- 
vet ribbon and daintily decorated with jdeep 
frills of pearl colored lace, which fall over the 
sleeves and outline deap revers of the magenta 
velvet. Just upou the shoulders appear up- 
wight frills of the velvet, and the large, full 





ing frills of the iace. La Mops. 


New Books and Magazines. 





tables being revised and corrected to 
sale by all newedealers at at 40c. per copy. 


Work Accomplished by | by the Toronto Humane 
Society —— 1887-1891, is the title of a 

pamphlet just issued. The work contains what 
Phe title indicates, and is replete with oe 
Undoubtedly the society is engaged in a good 
cause and has done signal service to that 
cause, and ind disseminating humane literature 
it will effect more lasting results than by pur- 
suing a vigorous policy of reprisal upon such 
as are brutal. It isa matter of education, and 
although educating brutality out of men may 
be a tedious undertaking, still, once accom- 
plished finality is reached. 


Funk & Wagnalls, New York, have just 
issued a couple of stories by John R. Musick. 
One is Columbia, a story of the discovery of 
America, the other is Estevan, a story of 
the Spanish conquests. These belong to the 
Columbian Historical Novels and will have a 
special interest on this four hundredth anniver- 
sary of the discovery of America, The author 
has a great, continuous work in the publisher's 
hands. These two volumes are but the first 
two of twelve, which will cover with historical 
fiction the successive periods from the days of 
Columbus until now. The historical divisions 
are: Ilst., Act of Discovery ; 2ad., Conquest ; 
3rd., Bigotry ; 4th. ef er 5th., Reason : 
6th., Tyranny ; 7th, rstition ; 8:h., Con- 
tention of Powers tor 2 upremacy ; 9:h., Inde- 
d:ndence; 10 h., Liberty Establ shed ; llth, 
Supremacy Abroad; 12th., Union. Titles to 
the forthcoming volumes are: Vol. IIL, St. 
Augustine: A Story of the Huguenots. Vol. 
IV., Pocahontas: A Story of Virginia. Vol. V., 
The Pilgrims : A Story of Massachusetts. V ol. 
VI., A Century too Soon: A Story of Bacon’s 
Rebellion. Vol. VII., The Witch of Salem ; ~ 
Credulity Run Mad. Vol. VIIL, Braddock : 
Story of the French and Indian Wars. VoL 
IX,, Independence: A Story of the American 
Revolution. Vol. X., Sustained Honor: A 
Story of the War of 1812, Vol. XL, Humbled 
Pride: A Story of the Mexican ar. Vol, 
XIl., Union: A Story of the Great Rebellion, 
and of Events Down to the Present Day. If 
John R, Musick carries his plan through he will 
have done a great work. The first volume or 
the first two volumes should be read by every- 
body and a decision formed as to whether 
sale is promise of big things in the under- 
taking. 





_ OO Or 
Love on the Arkansaw. 


Twilight had come again on both banks of 
the Arkansaw. It hadn't cost a cent, and the 
husbandman lighted his pipe and sat down to 
mentally declare that he’ dodgoned to cat- 
fish if he hadn’t struck a soft snap. 

The Widow White stands in her front door 
looking out into the gloaming—gloaming is 
also cheaper than cornmeal on the Arkansaw. 
Now and then she lifts her plump hand to 
3wat a mosquito nestling on her chin; now 
and then she rubs her back against the door- 
post to agitate the spot where a gallinipper 
tried to bite her in two at one mighty effort, 
As she rubs she murmurs: 

is nee. r pesky hide, but if I had yo’ in my 
hand Id frizzle yo’ to death in yan skillet !” 

The gloaming grows deeper, and that also 
without extra charge. Widow White had just 
raised one of her marble feet to kick a yellow 
pup when her heart Sine’ a sudden jump and 
she grabs up the splint broom and begins 
sweeping the wenchanes floor. A step—a cough 
—a he-he-he! A middle-aged man of swampy 
aspect and agne demeanor stands in the door. 

*“* Whyah, Mistah Perkins, but what a fright 
yo'un give I’un comin’ up so soft! Come right 
in and takeacheer. 'Skeeters around moas’ 
powerful this eavenin’, How's co’n a-gittin’ 
over yo’ r way?’ 

**Co’n’s pore, jane White—very pore. Bin 
chillin aay lately 

** Chilled swe. mie ago, thank, yo’. Be yo’ 
still chillin’?” 

** Sorter reg aay. Mighty good y’ar fur 
chills, Ireckon. I'll sot in the doah if yo’us 
doan’ mind.” 

* Of co’se Idoan’. I'll sot with yo’. Better 
chance in the doah to slap skeeters. Daddy 
Taylor cum along yere this mawnin, and he’ = 
was a tellin’’bout snaixs, He’un says they’ 
er thick this y’ar. Yo’un hain’t ts 

itted, I hope?’ 

‘*Thank yo’, no, not as I consider to remem- 
ber. Snaixs doan’ pester me. Reckon I’ze too 
powerful mean.’ 

**Shoo! Yo’un hain’t mean.’ 

**Reckon Ize too humbly.” 

**Shoo! Yo’un hain’t humbly. 

His heart went tunk! cunie vealed It was 
still tunking when she brought her fine Italian 
hand down on his knee with a smash and broke 
the spinal c)lumn of a gallinipper boring for 
meat. She did not remove it. He’un’s paw 
stole softly down and clasped it and they squoze. 
During the next three minutes not a word was 
uttered. Both were busy with their thoughts. 
He was the first to break the silence. In a voice 
modulated to harmoniz3 with the song of the 
ee. in the adjacent swamp he finally 
said : 

** Leonore, I’ze bin waitin’ fo’ long y’ars to 
tell yo’un sunthin.” 

« Shoo |” 


* Fo’ long and weary y'ars. All that time 
I'ze luved yo’, but I dasn’t speak ’cause I was 


** And now yo'un is rich?” she queried, as he 
hesitated. 
** Beyan’ my wildest dreams, Yesterday I 
got a job at agittin’ out hooppoles, by which 
shall cl’'ar ovah sixty dollars this summer— 
ovah sixty dollars in cash, Leonore, and this 
eavenin’ I have called to—to—” 
“Lionel, my heart tells me what yo'un would 
say,” she wh spered as he paused, 
‘And yo'un will marry me?” 
“Twill” 
‘Then dodrot my pesky hide if I hain’'t the 
heppee man in all this world!” 
nd he’un was happy and she'un was glad, 
we they whooped it up.—M. Quad in N.Y. 
un, 
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CHOICE ROSES and other Seasonable — 
always on hand. 

Wedding wonauets, House and Church Deco- 


rations our specialty 


S. TIDY & SON - 164 Yonge Street 


Conssevatery 0635 Gasente St.) Tel. 3057 
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TWICE LOST: 


A Tale of Love and Fortune. f E 
By RIOHARD DOWLING, 








to you.” 

“Yes,” said the widow, folding her hands 
before her as she sat in her easy chair behind 
the window glass case. ‘‘ You are finding, 
p2rhaps, that our arrangement an, pays 
you.” Until he said he was glad of Edith’s 
absence she had a nope he wanted to talk to 
her about her girl. ow she was filled with 
distressing fears that he repented of his bar- 
gain respecting the business and wished to 
cancel the agreement. ; 
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CHAPTER VII. 

FRANK JEATERS’ ACCOUNT OF THE NIGHT 

“When I left here yesterday afternoon,” 
said Jeaters, lighting his pipe, throwing him- 
self back in his chair and fixing his eyes on the 
ceiling, ‘I strolled about the neighborhood 
for a while looking about me and making the 
acquaintance of the place, as I said I should. 

e spoke slowly and kep’ his gaze on the 
ceiling. He did not care to encounter the coa- 
fiding eyes of his wife. He was about to try to 
create a certain effect, and he did not want to 
watch the progressive stages on his wife’s face. 
When the full effect h been produced he 
should not mind encountering the result, but 
he preferred not to watch her face as he un- 
folded his tale, lest her looks might plead ua- 
comfortably or even successfully for mercy. 

“IT must have been wandering about for 
more than an hour through streets and roads I 
was never in before, when all at once I noticed 
I had not written or in any way notified at the 
office of the company my entry into personal 
charge of this place.” 

* That you had come to live here?” she 
asked, to show she was attending and to take 
the big official tone out of his words. As they 
were spoken they seemed more fit for a com- 
munication to the board. of the company than 
for this unpretending audience of one, and that 
one his wife. 

** Precisely,” said he. ‘‘ Well, I thought the 
best way for me to notify the fact would be to 
callonthem. So I went into town and re- 
ported that I had taken possession. The sec- 
retary, Hilliers, was very kind, as he always is 
tome, thanked me for my promptness, and 
agaim said he hoped I would not indicate in 
ay way that I was io charge, that I was living 
here with my wife, for if the rate collectors 
and water people found out there were people 
residing in the place there might be bother.” 

**T am glad, Frank, I did not go near any of 
the front windows into St. Vincent place since 
we came here,” said Pollie, er at being able 
in even so modest a way to help her handsome, 
clever husband. 

‘“‘Thank you,” he said. ‘'That was wise. Of 
course there is not much chance of a rate col- 
lector poing down S:;. Vincent place, for this is 
the only house init, and there is no outlet at 
the end unless a man climbs over the railings, 
or, of course, unless he wanted to go along the 
river terrace. Well, Hilliers, the secretary, 
said how sorry they were to have a man of my 
ability in such a position as mere clerk in 
charge of aruin, but they would give me the 
very next better thing they had going. They 
are, as you know, a big company. nis was 
the first hotel they built; they are still called 
the St. Vincent Hotel Company, although this 
place turned out a failure—their only failure.” 

**So that, Frank, you hope we may soon be 
able to get out of this?” she cried, clasping her 
hands ecstatically and looking up into his face 
lite the condemned into the face of the bearer 
of a reprieve. 

** Yes, nodoubt. I hope so,” said he, looking 
down at her forthe first time. Instantiy he 
was sorry he had droppei his eyes. Hecaught 
the look upon her face and it almost shook his 
resolve. He turned his eyes up again and re- 
flected that when a man has serious business 
in hand he should not allow himself to be in- 
fluenced by the feelings. 

‘“When Hilliers—that’s the secretary, you 
know—and I had finished our business chat, 
he asked me to din2 with him at hisclub. He 
happened not to b2 going home that evening 
and invited me togo withhim, I went, and 
we sat chatting and sm dking until close upon 
nine o'clock. got the fanciful idea into my 
head that I should like to come to this place by 
water——” 

** Oh, Frank,” she said, witha start. Up to 
this all had been pleasant—and she had felt her 
veins filling with new blood. 

**By water,” he repeated. ‘I had a great 
curio3ity to see how the river b2low bridge 
would look from the river at night. Sol went 
to the Tower stairs and hired a boat. There 
was no moon then, and the tide was against 
us 

** And you got into a boat on the river in the 
dark?” asked the woman, her face pallid with 
horror, her mouth agape with expectation of 
insupportable terrors. 

“Yes. There was no other way of doing it 
at that hour. The river steamboats do not ply 
after nightfall. Well, as I saii, the tide was 
against us, and I told the waterman to take it 
easy, as I was in no hurry. We came along 
very slowly until we got abreast of Verdon. I 
told the waterman I wanted to be landed in 
the little dock under the S:, Vincent Hotel——” 

‘“*Under the house—under where we sit now? 
The oozy Thames?” cried the woman in piteous 
appeal, begging him for her soul’s sake to say 
n), and let her breathe once more. 

“Yes,” said he. He would not now take his 
eyes from the ceiling. He knew quite well if 
he did what he could see. ‘*‘ You yourseif heard 
the water under the hall. It was one of the 
boasts of the S:. Vincent that it could embark 
or land at any time of tide under the roof of 
the building itself. It is to> late and too dark 
for you to go now, but to morrow I will take 
you down and show you over the whole place.” 

“*T would rather go into my grave.” 

**Nonsense. You need not be afraid for to- 
night. Iam not asking you to go down there 
to-night. But there is one thing I must show 
you before I go any further. One thing you 
have not seen and which you must see before 
you can understand what further I have to tell 
you of the occurrences of last night.” 

His manner and words and tone; were un- 
usual, They began to exercise a fascination 
over the weak faculties of the woman. In the 
midst of her tumultuous anticipations of dire 
evil she felt that she was drawn onward to 
listen, irrespective of her fears, irrespective of 
her will, Indeed, she seemed to have no will 
lsft now. She seemed now to have no capacity 
bat one for listeaing to him, no power of life 
bat that of keeping attent for the terrifying 
thing that would come soon. 

Without looking at her he rose. His reason 
for avoidiag her eyes now was not a fear that his 
purpose might waver before the piteous appe :1 
of her glance. He simgly believed she would 
follow him ali the more surely if he adopted the 
supposition that she had no choice, and that he 
had no doubt of her following him. 

He went to the door of the room and opened 
it. Darkness had not ye: shut in the world. 
The great hall was fu'l of low, gloomy light, 
enough to disclose the position and bu!'k of 
bodies without revealing details. It was a 
light in which objects gather size, and spaces 
grow io depth, a mysterious, disquieting light, 
the light of vagueness and supernatural fears. 

As Jeaters left the room his wife got up and 
followed him, She did not say a word. She 
felt herself in the toils of fate, and she had no 
thought of resisting—no thought at all. She 
did not try to think, and she felt she could not 
think if she tried. 

Jea‘ers led the way across the hall. She fol- 
lowed slowly, slowly, not out of disinclination, 
but because she had little strength. 

He caught the brass handle that moved the 
trapdoor leading to the luggage-shoot and 
raised the trap. He waited until she stood on 
the brink of thetrap. Then he pointed down, 
saying: “This is the luggage-shoot. When 
the place was used as a hotel this was the slide 
dowa which | e was shot to the platform 
below, the platform round the little dock.” 

She looked down. She could see nothing but 
a slanting trough of wood. She only noticed 
one other feature of the shoot, or rather one 
other feature of the slantingness, namely, e 


RESERVED. 


incline was so steep that if any one began the 
descent he or she could not arrest the course. 

She held her thin white hand over the open- 
ing, and said in a whisper: ‘“ And this leads 
down to the water?” 

** Yes.” 

**To the Thames?” 

To 

‘*T can see no water.” 

‘**No, the slide is too long, and i; is boarded 
in on the right hand side from the dock. If 
those boards on the right hand side were trans- 
parent you could see the dock. Wait a mo- 
ment. -Stay where you are.” 

He crossed the hall to where their personal 
luggage had been unpacked. He took up an 
empty wine case in which had been stowed 
odds and ends acquired when they lived in the 
Hoxton lodgings. He carried the empty wine 
case back to where his wife.stood and saying, 
* Listen,” set it going down the shoot. ; 

She turned her head on one side and bent it 
over the hole and listened breathlessly. She 
heard the swift rush of the case down the 
sharp incline. She heard the box strike the 
platform with aloud bang. Still she listened, 
though for a moment there was no sound. 
Then she heard a loud hissing splash. 

‘**T heard it dash into the water,” she said. 

** Yes,” he said. 

**T heard it dash into the Thames.” 

** Yes,” he said. 

Afcer a few moments he touched the handle 
in the wall and the trap door, which had been 
standing up against the wall, descended slowly 
until the Reoe was shut, and no eye could 
detect which was door and which immovable 
pavement in the tesselated marble floor. 

** Why,” she said, pointing to the floor which 
had ‘opened and swallowed the wine-case and 
closed again, ‘‘ did you show me this? 

**In order,” said he, ‘‘ that you might under- 
stand what I have further to tell you of my ex- 
perience of last night. Let us now go back to 
es sitting-room. This is no place to tell my 
tale.” . 

They cro3sed the hall, he leading. It was 
now almost dark. He had left the door of the 
sitting room open, and the laneway of light 
came out upon the floor and stood upon the 
pavement as he had seen it the night before. 

She moved into the sitting-room after him. 
When she entered he was filling his pipe, lean- 
ing forward with his elbows on his knees. 
Sometimes while they were together in the 
evenings after their marriage, she would come 
uninvited and sit upon his knee. She had not 
come uninvited for some time of late, but he 
was distrustful of the effect of his late experi- 
ment on her at the head of the shoot, and he 
thought it better to be on his guard. He did 
not want her to touch him just now. He 
could avoid the glance of appealing eyes, but 
he could not escape the influence of caressing, 
pleading hands. He was strong so long as he 


































this part, so long as he could make believe to 
himself that he was the other man of his fancy 
last night. 

He knew without looking that she had seated 
herself in her low rocking chair. When his 
pipe was filled he lit it, crossed his legs, cleared 
his throat and went on in the same grave, 
official voice, as though there had been no in- 
terruption in his narrative : 


a woman—the body of a young woman——” 

“Dcsowned?” whispered the woman,in the 
voice of one who speaks aloud unawares, 

**Drowned. We drew the body ashore. We 
got arope. Upthat shoot we drew the dead 
body of that young woman into the hall——” 

” Into the hall where we were standing just 
now ?” whispered his wife. 

**Yes. We laid her down on the floor of the 
hall until we got help and acart, and carried 
her away to the mortuary, and she is lying now 


there alone—dead—cold.” 

*‘ All this must have affected my sleep, Frank, 
and given me that awful dream.’ 

‘*No doubt. Now do you wonder, Pollie, why 
Ilay on the couch last night? Now do you 
wonder why I did not go to your room? I 
could not. I could not think of touching you 
with my hand stiff, cold from the touch of her 
dead hands. . My hands are cold even still.” 

He rose, and going to his wife placed his 
damp, cold hands against her cheek. She 
shivered and drew back from him in her chair. 

left her side and took up his hat from the 
table. 

** Are you going out?” she whispered. 

*“ Yes ; 1am going out for a stroll.” 

“ Frank,” 

oe Yes , 

‘*When you are gone out I shall be more 
alone than that dead young woman lying by 
herselfand staring with her dead eyes at the 
ceiling. I shall be more alone than she is,” 

** How?” 

‘*T shall be waiting for what may not come. 
All has come to her.” 

** What will you be waiting for which may— 
may not come?” 

* Death.” 

He put on his hat and walked out of the room 
as if he had not heard the word. 


CHAPTER VIII. 
A SUITOR FOR EDITH. 

Shorily after Frank Jeaters left Muscovy 
place that day on taking Mrs. Orr’s lodgings as 
Eiward Fancourt, bachelor, John Crane, 
bachelor, watch-maker and optician, of North 
Furham, came there with the watch lefs by 
Jeaters for repairs. 

When he entered the shop Mrs. Orr was 
alone. 

** What are we to charge for this, Mr. Crane?” 
asked Mrs. Orr. ‘‘ Wedid not know his name 
when you were here last night or this morning. 
But we have learned sinceitis Edward Fan- 
court. I’ll put the watch in the drawer till he 
comes for it. He is to be here atfour. You 
see he left no name the first time, and though 
there is not the least chance in the world of my 
making a mistake, I may as well ask him to 
give me the marks and tokens of the watch. 
It will look better; besides, making him do so, 
it will give him the impression we are much 
busier than we really are, It will give him the 
impression there is some chance of our con- 
founding his watch with another customer's, 
It’s a long time since we had a gold watch for 
repairs, Mr. Crane.” 

**It is some time,” said he, 

**T suppose three shillings will be our charge? 
haif a crown for the hands and sixpence for the 

lass.” 

en Yes, three shillings will be the charge, Mrs. 
Orr,” said Crane. He glanced around the place 
uneasily. 

**Oh, there’s nothing else since,” she said, 
thinking he wasinaburry togo. ‘* We must 
not expect toomuch. If you want to be off do 
not let me keep you.” 

Again he looxed around the place uneasily, 
almost apprehensively. 

“Is there anything you want?” said she, “If 
there is anything you want and you can find it 

ourself will you please get it, for, as you 
Som, I am not quick at moving about, and my 
dau zhter is out.” 

Her last words drew his wandering glance 
back to the woman behind the counter, and 
brought to his face a sudden bright smile. ‘I 
am glad she is out,” he said, ‘‘ I want to speak 








could regard himself as someone else playing 


*“As our boat got abreast of this place we 
bumped against something half floating, just 
on the surface of the water. The moon had not 
come out up to that time, and we could not see 
plainly. Anyway, the waterman caught the 
object with his boat-hook. It was the body of 


in the mortuary with her wide open eyes, lying 


‘*There is not much profis out of it as yet, 
but it pays me fairly well, and the little trip 
across the river three times a day is good for 
my health I think, Mrs. Orr. Anyway, I feel 
Se now than I used to be some time 

ack, 

* T have not heard a pleasanter word fora long 
time, Mr, Crane, than that you are satisfie 
with our little business arrangements, ani that 


your health has improved since you have begun 
to come to us-across the river. We hear a 
great deal of hard things sa‘d of the river, and 
they tell us we are all poisoned. Well, it may 
be so, but I have lived on the Thames all my 
life down hereabouts, and when the smell was 
a great deal worse, ay, ten times worse tlian it 
is now, and I never took any harm by the river 
that I know of. It’s my belief that if you are 
born by the river, and brought up by the river, 
and live all your life by the river, you’d miss it 
and pine if you went away. It isn’t so much 
where = are as what you're used to. People 


live to 
you were to change them from one country to 


oldin Lapland and in India, bus if 


the othef, they’d die. ‘ What’s one man’s meat 
is another man’s poison,’ as the proverb runs. 
I don’t say the river is necessary for health, but 
it’s better to those who are used to it than 
either Lapland or India.” 

‘* Like you, Mrs. Orr, I have been used to the 
river down here all my life, and I take no harm 
of it,” said the young man, looking apprehen- 
sively, not round bim now, but at the door, as 
though in dread of Edith’s return, 

* And you have so nething to say to me?” 
said the garrulous woman, ‘i think if you came 
here twice, or even once a day, it would be 
quite enough. Why, there are often days and 
days when we have no jobatall.” She paused 
for want of breath, not want of will, to go on. 
She saw few strangers, and had not many 
chances of a chat with anyone but her dau zhter. 

“IT don’t mind coming three times a day at 
all, Mrs. Orr, The steam ferry is free, and a 
great convenience. I can see the steamer from 
my own door at the other side, and I can time 
the ferry from this door, so that I do not lose a 
minute beyond stepping a few yards ; and Iam 
sure the runs in and out do me a world of good. 
There is something I should very much like to 
say to you, as we are alone, and I hope in no 
immediate danger of interruption,” 

““Oh, Mr. Fancourt is not to ba here for his 
watch till four. You need not be afraid of 
his coming in. I am expecting my daughter 
every minute.” 

‘Tt is not of Mr. Fancourt I am afraid, but of 
your dauzhter.” 

- “Of Edith! Good gracious! Afraid of Elith! 
Come, I never heard of such a thing in all my 
life as anyone being afraid of Edie! Why, if 

ou knew her well you wouldn’t be afraid of 
a at all or only very little, and you'd love her 
very much.” 

*“No doubt if I knew her well I should 
love her very much,” said the young man, 
with a little laugh at something in his own 
mind and arueful smile at the woman’s lo- 
quacity. ‘‘ But, as you are aware, I do not 
know her very well. I am not at all afraid of 
Miss Orr herself, but Iam desperately afraid 
of her interrupting us just now, for, as I told 
you, I have something to say.” 

The woman drew herself up and looked at 
him as though she had not noticed his pres- 
ence before. Like other loquacious people, 
when in full flow of speech she was troubled to 
relieve herself of the torrent in her mouth, 
rather than observant of its course or solicit- 
ous of the victims it overwhelmed or swept 
away. When in the ecstasy of talk her eyes 
had the introspective look of the self-centered 


enthusiast, not the sharp, attentive regard of 


the controversialist. 

**S> you said, Mr. Crane,” she assented, re- 
called to his presence, and contritely conscious 
that she had been nr gees all the time of the 
meeting. ‘‘If you will b2 good enough to tell 
me what it is, I shall be very giad to hear.” 

**T come to you, Mrs, Orr, first of all, because 
I think in my business connection with this 
place my first duty, when I have anything to 
say, isto you.” He felt he had caught the con- 
tagion of Mrs, Orr's long windedness, 

‘** No one has been doing anything dishonest 
about that watch?” she asked in alarm. 

‘*Oa, no,” said he, with a forced laugh, ‘I 
did the little that was to be done to Mr. Fan- 
court's watch myself. No one else has touched 
it.” 

**Then speak out, Mr. Crane, I am afraid of 
nothing else. B:fore you began coming herea 
journeyman I gave a ring to for alteration lost 
one of the stones—he said he lost it anyway, 
and it cost me one pound five for a new brilli- 
ant. Pray go on.” 

‘‘The fact is, Mrs. Orr, if I thought you 
would not be opposed to me, I should liketo 
hope that your daughter, Edith, might look on 
me with tavor by and by.” 

‘:Mercy on us! what does the man mean?” 
cried the woman, rising - in her surprise and 
stariag at him with incredulous amazament. 

‘*T am afraid I have put itclumsily. What I 
wish to say is, that incase you, Mrs, Orr, have 
no objection to me I should like to try if your 
daughter could come to look on me with a little 
favor.” 

** As what?” asked the woman, faintly, 

** As one who would above all things on earth 
desire her happiness.” 

‘*Mr, Crane, do you mean that you think of 
courting Edith with the intention of making 
her your wife?” 

‘That is what I wanted to say, Mrs. Orr, 
but the words would not come.” 

‘*Mercy on us!” cried the widow again, as 
she a back into her chair. “It’s a pro- 
posal.” 

** Yes, but up to this I have never by word or 
sign given Miss Orr reason to think I felt any- 
thing towards her beyond the friendly regard 
ofan acquaintance. I do not think she can 
look on me even as a friend, and, of course, I 
need not say I have no reason in the world to 
believe she willevercome to look on meas I 
desire and hope she may. Ali I ask is, if later 
I came to you and asked you had you any ob- 
jection, would you say yesor no? Havel, in 
fact, your leave to take my chance?” 

** Well,” sald the woman, “I can’t but say to 
you now that you have acted very well in 
speaking to me first; many a young fellow 
with your chances of meeting Edith about the 

lace would have made sure of her before c »m- 
ng to a poor old woman like me. I know 
nothing against you. I knowa good deal in 
your favor. Edith is not aware you feel as you 
must feel towards her, when you say what you 
have said?” 

** Shecan have no more suspicion of it than if 
she never saw me ia her life.” 

‘Very well,” said the widow; ‘‘ you must 
give mea little time—till to-morrow to think 
over the matter, We have got a lodger at last. 
The gentleman who owns the watch has taken 
my r sat fifteen shillings a week. Just to 
think EF should have got a proposal for Edie and 
let my rooms the same day! Whocould have 
thought it! As I was saying, we have let the 
rooms and Elie is gone out to buy something 
to brighten them up a little—a bit of cartain 
and a few flowers. When you come at this 
time to-morrow I'll take care she is out again, 
and I'll give you my answer.” 

‘Then I may count on having your decision 
to er afternoon?” 

ee es.” 


**Thank you very much, Mrs, Orr, This is a 
matter of—of—of importance to me.” His voice 
trembled slightly, and he had a hesitancy in 
ssying that word “importance,” as though it 
was not the word which came first to his ips, 
and he had a difficulty in finding and pronounc. 


ing it. 
"f But my decision in the matter is not every- 
thing—is, indeed, not much, Mr. Crane,” said 
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the woman, looking at his working face in 
sympathy. ‘ There’s Edith herself.” 


out of the shop. 

John Crane was ina hurry to Get away fortwo 
reasons. In the first place he did not want to 
see Edith chat day, jast then, and in the second 








His One Superstition. 
n ‘The only thing that I a titi 
know that, Mrs, Orr. With her I must " i a 
take a man’s chance with the woman of his life Set uetenele Sees * : to Feturn home 
and stand by my fate,” said he, as he has‘ened | wir, awake, It’sa Bop tds Yaw s gue =? 





In a Day. 


he did not wish to miss the ferry boat. Miss. one aed pe Kincade street, Brockville, 


was confined to my bed bya 


ing the steam boat would mean the loss of 4 severe att 
ack of lumbago. A lady friend of 
ood hour of time, and work lay waiting for mind sent me a par: of a bottle of St, Jacobs 


im at bis own place in North Furham, 


Oil, which I appl 


The effect was simply 


He had not been long in business for himself, magical, I 
- In a day I was able to go about m 
He was the only child of a widowed father, | nousehold duties. I have used it with splendid 


who died a couple of years ago, leaving John 


success for neuralgic toothache. I would not 


his trade as a watchmaker and optician con- be without a bottle.” 


versant with below bridge branches of the busi- 
ness, and a little or With the money he 
set up in business on his own account in Water 
lane, Furham. He had larger notions of what 
could be done in his line than those prevailing 





And Now They Are Even. 


George—Madge, darling, I love you fondl ; 


in North Furham. He was a most competent | devotedly. With you life is everything ; with- 
workman, and he believed he would be of more | out you nothin 


value in his craft if he attended chiefly to over- 
seeing work than to doing the work with his 
own hands. He believ 
faculties for acquiring, extending, organizing 
and consolidating the businesses of watch- 


Madge—I with I could say as much, 
George—You might if you were as big a liar 


he possessed the ; as I am, 





Authorized Canadian edition. Stevenson’s 


makers and opticians. Hence he started tak- 

ing care of the outside part of Mrs, Orr’s busi- Stee romance, The Wrecker, by Robert Louis 

ness with purely business views, Hitherto tevenson. Mr, Stevenson’s thrilling romance 
P of the South Seas has been universally pro- 


his connect 


ons with Musco lace had not 
err & nounced the most absorbing piece of fiction of 


paid commercially, but he had derived from it h { 
other benefits than those measurable in mere | *2¢ year, while appearing in Scribner's Maga- 
zine. It is astory of daring adventure, of lost 


money. He had, in coming to and fro, found 


he now hoped to find a wife. 

Of course it had not been possible todo much 
in two years, but already he had taken a couple 
of derelict businesses of North Furnham under 
his charge in the same way and with more pro- 
fit to himself than the one in Muscovy place, at 
the other side of the water. 

Before finally resolving upon opening busi- 


treasure, of shipwreck 
better health and greater bodily strength, and worthy to rank ith Kidnap 


of rescue and mutiny, 
and Treasure 


Island. Toronto: The National Publishing 
Company. 





His Plea, 
He—Won’t you let me have a kiss—now that 


Iam going away for a day ? 


She—If you can give any good reason why I 


ness on his own account he had gone through should, I might think about it—-possibly 


an ordeal of doubt. 

Arthur S‘ebbing, his dead mother’s only 
brother, wrote him from Vera Pax in Central 
America, offering him a home and saying there 


‘were fine prospects for an energetic young man 


in that part of the world. For a long time 


He—I should like to establish a precedent. 





His Excuse. 
Judge (to man up for having five wives)—How 


John Crane hesitated. He had the young | could you be so hardened a villain? 


man’s desire of novelty and adventure. He 


The Guilty One—Piease, your Honor, I was 


allowed his mind to fill with all he had read of | only trying to get a good one, 


the natural wonders of that region ; the vol- 
canoes, the forests, the luxuriant vegetation, 
the prodigal blaze of flowers, the plumage of 
the birds, the abounding animal ite, the ro- 
mantic and terrible scenery, the unplumbed 
chasms and lonely stupendous cliffs, whose 
virgin sides were never touched by aught save 
svadow of cloud or eagle, whose heights had 
never been climbed by anything but the 
shadows of night. He thought of the torrent 
rivers and flashing spray of waterfalls, and 
thunders of the cataract and mists of shattered 
vapors over cascades broken in foam upon the 
rocks, For a long while he felt strongly in- 
clined to go. He had no one nearer to him 
‘han a first cousin, whom he hardly knew, 
whom he had not met for years, and of whose 
marriage his uncle’s letter gave him the first 
ioformation. 

‘*T suppose,” ran his uncle's letter, ‘‘you have 
heard of your cousin Mary Stebbing’s marriage, 
Most likely you were at it. I mention it now 
merely that I may say as an inducement to you 
to come out here that I have no one belongin 
to me in the world but you and her. I am stil 
a bachelor; I am sixty-four years of age, and 
there is about as much chance of my marryin 
as of my being made President of the Unit 
Stetes. Whatever I own here would, in the 
natural course of things, be yours when I am 
done with it and the world for ever. Until I 
heard of Mary Stebbing’s marriage I thought I 
might like to divide my little pile. But she 
will need nothing from me beyond a mourning 
ring. Inaletter from herself I learn that she 
has married very well, a gentleman of con- 
siderable private means, Frank Jeaters by 
name, 


(To be Continued.) 





** And the clock struck one.” 








Romance and Reality. 
‘*T suppose it was romantic anyhow, bin 
otonped by highway men,” said she, , 
**Oh, not so very,” he replied. 
“Did they sav : ‘ Your money or your life?’” 
**No, indeed, They growled: ‘Shell out, yer 
tenderfoot, or we shoots,’” 
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A Ghostly Bridal. 


The stage coach which ran between Paris and 

Marseilles had just reached Grenoble when the 

oung Baron de Saint Andre climbed up to the 
ront seat. 

Here he found a good-looking fellow of his 
own age, and straightway the two became great 
friends, At the end of an hour they began ex- 
—s confidences, after the manner of 

outh, 

. The scion of noble stock was on his way to 
Paris to buy an officer’s brevet, so as to serve 
his country ¢s his ancestors’ had done before 
him. The other, who was the son of a rich 
tradesman, was also bound for Paris, for the 
purpose, however, of marrying an heiress, the 
bas yd of an old friend of his father. 

“Tt is an even thing!” cried the young baron 
laugnney: “A mere money matter for each of 
us. The little god Cupid has no more concern 
in your business than in mine.” 

“There, you are mistaken,” returned the 
other. ‘I have never seen Sylvia, but I fell in 
love with her, once and forever, the first time I 
as my eyes upon her portrait. Judge for your- 
self.” 


He opened a tortoise shell case, and Saint 
Andre exclaimed admiringly : 
‘*What an angel! Indeed, my dear fellow, 


dainty creature picked out for you.” 

*T do not er ce i said the bridegroom- 
elect, ‘‘and now I am going to sleep, if this 
miserable, jolting concern will allow me. I 
am expected to breakfast at my future father- 
in-laws a3 soon as [ reach Paris, and as [ shall 
then be presented to my betrothed I want to 
look as well as possible.” 

At the end of three days and two nights the 
heavy stage coach rumbled into the metropolis, 
and the two travelers went to the nearest hotel 
and engaged two rooms, intending to take a 
little rest. - 

Saint Andre had just thrown himself upon 
the bed when he heard deep groans in the next 
room, and on rushing in found his late com- 
panion rolling on the floor in agonies of pain. 
The servants were summoned, a physician was 
brought in, and the latter declared that the 
ee was suffering from acute colic, which 

ad probably been contracted before he left 
home, and had been aggravated by the fatigue 
of the journey. He pronounced the malady a 
very serious one, and so it proved, for, in spite 
of every care, the youth expired at the end of 
an hour. 

Saint Andre was overwhelmed by the catas- 
trophe, and when he found that he could do 
nothing more for his friend he stood gazing 


sadly at the lifeless clay which lay on_the 
narrow bed in the bare hotel room. Poor 
fellow! Soyoung! So young, so gay, lookin 
forward to a bright future, and now snatche 
away without warning! What would the fair 
bride-elect say when she heard of the tragedy? 

Saint Andre dreaded the bearing of the sad 
news to the family, but there was no one else 
to perform the errand, and so he set off, carry- 
ing with him the dead youth’s satchel. 

When he reached the stately mansion the 
front door flew open and two footmen in livery 
came to*meet him. One relieved him of his 
satchel, the other took his hat and cloak and a 
voice was heard exclaiming joyfully : 

** Monsieur, here is your son-in law at last!’ 

**Dear fellow!” cried a little fat, white- 
haired man, rushing into the hall, “ let me em- 
brace you!” and he clasped the new-comer 
rapturously to his heart. 

s soon as he could get his breath Saint 
Andre said hurriedly : 

** Pardon me, sir, but-——” 

“IT pardon you for being late,” interrupted 
the other. ‘* Look, it is twelve o'clock and 
breakfast is growing cold. Come in and see 
my daughter. The little puss has been watch- 
ing the clock for hours, and is all impatient to 
meet you,” 

He pulled the young man into tke breakfast 
room as he spoke, and without pausing an in- 
stant added: ‘“‘My wife, Uncle Dorival, Aunt 
Dolarice, here is the son-in law at last ; Sylvia, 
my child, bid him welcome——” 

‘I beg pardon, sir,” cried Saint Andre, but 
again his host interrupted him. 

** Don’t tell me that you wish to draw back 
at the last moment, my dear fellow! Every- 
thing has been arranged by my esteemed friend, 
your father, but if you have any objection to 
urge I will hear it later; bad news can always 
keep. Now let us sit down to breakfast at 
once and be merry. Sit by me, son in-law, and 
give me your opinion of this pigeon bisque.” 


The visitor was young and very hungry, hav- 
ing fasted since midnight. The shock of his 
companion’s sudden death had unnerved him 
somewhat, and so for the time being he yielded 
to the force of circumstances. 

“Come what will,’ he said to himself, “I 
cannot bear to put aC¢@amper upon the joy of 
these good people, at least not until they have 
had their breakfast.” 

He joined, therefore, in the general merri- 
ment, smiled sweetly upon blushing Sylvia, 
the bride-elect, and replied unhesitatingly to 
his supposed future fa her-in law’s enquiries. 

‘* How is ae Aunt Armande, my son?” 
asked the old man suddenly. ‘‘I remember her 
a3 a charming young woman; when I was 
twenty I came near failing in love with her. 
We must keep in her good graces, for she will 
leave a snug fortune to her nephew.” 

** Dear aunt!” exclaimed the youth in a tone 
of deep affection. “I hope she will enjoy life 
for many, many years longer,” and his pious 
wish was rewarded with a tender glance from 
Sylvia's dark eyes, Aunt Dolarice also listened 
to him with delight. 

‘* He has the instincts as well as the bearirg 
of a born gentleman,” she whispered to her 
brother. ‘‘ Who would think that his ancestors 
had always sold cinnamon and nutmegs?” 

Uncle Dorival, who read cyclopzedias and was 
thought very learned, retorted oe . 

** And why should he not have as fine senti- 
ment as noblemen? Away with ioe absurd 
notions, sister! All men are equal.” 

The clock struck two, and Saint Andre sud- 
denly felt a pang of remorse for the part he was 

loving. as he recollected he had to arrange for 
his friend's burial and would be expected at 
the hotel, 

He therefore rose from the table, and an- 
nouncing that he had important business to 
attend to, prepared to leave. His host pro- 
tested in vain. Sylvia looked up in blank 
amazement and everyone entreated him to re- 
main. 

“Ido not understand,” began the old man, 
following his visitor to the front door, The 
young man interrupted him, saying solemnly : 

‘*T will explain, At eleven o'clock this morn- 
ing I died after a short and sudden attack of 
colic, and I gave the hotel proprietor my word 
of honor that my body should be removed this 
afternoon. 

** You see, therefore, that if I were to absent 
myself any longer it would be very awkward.” 
With these words he Gianposased. leaving the 
old father overwhelmed with amazement. 

When the rest of the par heard what had 
‘baen said they decided that the youth was jok- 


ne. 

‘“*He has humor,” said Uncle Dorival, ‘I 
shall congra‘ ulate him the next time I see him. 
He wll be here in time for supper,” 

But supper time came and passed and there 
was no sign of the son-ic-law. The family be- 
came anxious and alarmed, and toward sighs 
o'clock they sent a messenger to the hotel to 
enquire for the passenger who had arrived 
there by coach that mocning. The proprietor 
sent back word that the gentleman named had 
died at eleven o'clock of solic and that the body 
had been taken away for burial in the after- 
noon, This news was received with unbounded 
astonishment, and little Sylvia burst into 
tears as she declared that she would wear 
mourning as if she were a widow. 

** It was his ghost that came here,” said the 
girl's mother, in a tone of awe; but Uncle 
Dorival shrugged his shoulders, 

“Do ghosts eat and drink as he did?” he 
asked. “That fellow was merely some young 
acqpearece whe wanted to play a trick on us 
and get a good meal at the same time.” Never- 





On Park Row. 





— 


Recruiting Sergeant— You won't do. That hare-lip debars ycu from enlisting in the army. 
Applicant—Thot hare-lip, is it? Shure an’ I t’ought ye wanted me t’ kill Injins, not kish 


squaws,— Judge. 





theless the ghost story went the round of the 
servants’ hall, and the footmen boasted of hav- 
ing seen a spirit in broad daylight. The tale 
spread until it became a subject of wonder in 
boudoirs and drawing-rooms, and the fair 
young widow who had never been married 
wore a black gown and veil and shed passion- 
ate tears for the affianced husband whom she 
had seen but once. 

Two weeks later she was wandering about 
the garden one evening, listening sadly to the 
songs of the nightingales. The stars were 
shining brilliantly, but the sight of their beauty 
only served to increase her sorrow. 

** Alas!” she sighed, ‘‘if he were but here to 
stroll with me along these pathways!” 

As she spoke a cracking of boughs near her 
made her start with teiror, and in another 
instant a man broke through the flowering 
shrubs and knelt at her feet. The stars were 
shining to some purpose then, for by their light 
she recognized the face for which she had been 
longing, and in a voice which betokened 
mingled joy and dread she cried : 

**'Then you are not dead?” 

“No, indced, sweetheart,” he answered softly. 
**T am alive, and I hope to live and love you for 
many a long day yet.’ 

When the two young people entered the 
drawing room the family were playing back- 
gammon. A look of amazement greeted the 
appearance of Saint Andre, and everyone being 
dumbfounded. the young baron had no difficul y 
in telling his story, which he concluded by ask- 
ing for Sylvia’s hand. 

The marriage took place as soonas the proper 

eriod of mourning had elapsed, and Aunt 
larice was triumphant. 

“Did I not tell you he had the bearing of a 
nobleman?” she cried. 

** All's well that ends well, and a baron ists 
good as a grocer,” said Uncle Dorival.—From 
Romance, 








Did As He Pleased. 


Kickwood (to his old classmate, whom he has 
met by chance)—Come right into the house, old 
man. Here’s the bottle. Have a drink. 

Bunker— Does your wife let you drink? 

Kickwood—Why, of course! Have a cigar, 
won't you? 

Bunker—Thanks, Does your wife (puff) allow 
you to smoke (puff, puff) in the house? 

Kickwood—Certainly! We'll have dinner, 
and then we'll go around to the club and meet 
some of the boys. 

Bunker—Does your wife let you go tothe 
club? 

Kickwood — Why, of course ! 

Bunker— Um—where js your wife? 

Kickwood—She is visiting relatives in the 
country. 





A Conditional Order. 

Sweet Girl— Have you any parlor shades thet 
won't break loose and fly up all of a scrdden 
when you least expect it? 

Dealer—Yes, miss, 

Sweet Girl— Well, I wish you'd send a man 
around and see if he can’t talk ma into buying 
some, 


The Uses of a Chaperen. 





The Summer Girl—Horrors! There comes 
my chaperone to separate us. 
mpecunious Youth— What can we do? 

The Summer Girl—I’ll say I'm going to my 
room to write some letters, I will meet you at 
the pier in five minutes, 

I, Y.—Good! I'll have the canoe all ready. 








Racy Retorts. 


An impressionable young gentleman in a 
certain country town recently met a charming 
girl whore grace and beauty took his heart by 
storm. While conversing with her he made a 
discovery which he fordly hoped would enable 
him to make, at one brilliant stroke, an elegant 
proof of his ready wit and his boundless affec- 
tion. Glancing at a model band of gold that 
encircled her fair finger, he remarked : ‘‘ Sweet 
damsel, apeny present me with that ring you 
wear, for l assure you it exactly resembles my 
love for you—it has no end.” 

‘“* Indeed, sir,” promptly replied the maiden ; 
‘*you must excuse me if I keep the ring, for it 
exactly resembles also my love for you—it has 
no beginning.” 

A clergyman in the neighborhood of Notting- 
ham was complimenting a tailor in his paris 
on repairs which he had done for him. In the 
course of conversation he, however, incauti- 
ously observed : ‘‘ When I want a good coat I 
go to London—they make them there.” Be- 
fore leaving the shop he — * By the 
bye, do you attend my church i 

**No,” was the reply. ‘‘ When I want to hear 
a good sermon I go to London—they make 
them there.” 

Sir William Fraser mentions a clever retort 
made by Lord Fitz Clarence when in France in 
atterdance on the Queen. He met the Prince 
de Joinville, who, as a French admiral, pro- 


Not Built For It. 





Mrs. Leander—I should be ashamed to be seen in such a suit, 
Mr. Leander— Well, I should think you would be |—Puck. 
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Prepared by Dr. J. 0. Ayer & Oo., Lowell, Mass. Sold by Druggists Everywhere, 
Has cured others, will cure you 








fessed to be patriotically bellicose—towards 
England in particular. e said to Lord Adol- 
phus in a friendly manner: ‘‘ You, my Icrd, 
and I are seamen ; I have had but one dream 
in my life—to command a smart French frigate 
and to lay my own alongside of an English ship 
of the same strength for twenty minutes,” 
Lord Adolphus replied in a spirit of perfect 
courtesy: ‘‘I think, sir, that ten would te 


viands and most costly wires. Grenod dela 
Reyniere was seated in his accustomed place 
waiting to receive his guests, covers teing laid 
for the exact number of his friends in ¢xtremis. 
All present testified their joy to the master of 
the house, 

**Gentlemen, dinner is ready; it may b2 get- 
ting cold, pray be seated,” he said, with the 
he most comical sang froid imaginable. After 
ay ty native of the Emerald Isl war to" “oe he te Lan rae ae 

sle, on | away in —L ° 

aching intent, was out very early one morn- SIT Ree ae tee 
ng on an estate where the game laws were 
strictly enforced, Turning a sharp corner he 
suddenly confronted the proprietor, who eyed 
him sbarply. Patrick coolly advanced and 
said : “‘ The top of the morning to you, sir, and 
ae have brought your honcr out so 
ear 








Two Harvest Excursions. 





Via the Chicago, Milwaukee & St. Paul Railway on Tues- 
day, August 30, and September 27, 1892. 
Where the gragees are kissed by the wand’ring brec ze 
And the fields are rich with the golden grain ; 
Where the schooner ploughs through the prairie seas, 


* I came out to try and get an appetite for m 
breakfast,” replied the gentionan ; “and, eae, 
sir; what may have brought you here on my 
estate so early ?” 

‘“‘Indade, your honor,” came the ready res- 

nse, ‘‘I came out tothry and get a breakfast 

ormy appetite.” His wit saved him. 

A Scotch farmer, locally notorious fcr his 
acidity of temper and remarkable meanness, 
was trying to engage a lad to assist on the 
farm, but would not close the bargain until he 
brought a character frcm his last p'ace. ‘“ Run 
and get it, and meet me at the market cross at 
four o'clock,” vas his final injunction. 

The youth was up to time, and the farmer 
asked : ** Well, have you got your character?” 

‘** Na,” replied the youth, “ but I’ve got yours, 
and I’m no coming.’ 








The British American Business College. 


All young men of an ambitious turn of mind 
whose opportunities for study in early youth 
have been limited find in the business college an 
excellent medium for making up deficiencies ; 
and the British American Business College in 
the Arcade, Yonge street, has long been known 
as one of the most successful business schools 
in Canada. It has taken thirty-three years to 
bring the school to its present high state, and 
the course of study has been undergoing a 
gradual improvement until now it comrrises a 
curriculum of the most complete character in 
all the essentials of a businesstraining. In the 


| 


| 


To its destined port on the western plain ; 

Where homes may never be sought in vain, 

And hope is the thriftiest plant that crows ; 
Where man may ever his rights maintain, 
And land is as free as the wind that blowe. 

For further particulars apply to the nearest 
ticket agent or address A. J. Taylor, Canadian 
Passenger Agent, 4 Palmer House Block, To- 
ronto, Ont. 





Indignant Lenial., 
** You were listening to what Mr. Dashing 
was saying to me last night, Bridget. 
‘* Don’t think me as big a fool as yercelf, Miss. 





Magnificent New Vestibule Pullman Sleepers, 
Toronto to New York. 


The Erie Railway have had the Pullman 
Palace Car Company build two of the finest 
Pullman sleepers that ever run between To- 
ronto and New York. Every person who ever 
traveled in a Pullman sleeper will agree with 
us their equal cannot be found for convenience 
and comfort. The interior of these cars are 
handsomely decorated and lighted with all the 


| latest improvements, such as pintsch gas and 


| finished in 


Thcoretical Department the student receives | 
a thorough drill in the theory ard principles of | 


bookkeeping, both by single and double entry. 
Having mastercd these the student enters the 
Practical Department. Here is a miniature 
business world in which the student assumes 
the character of a business man. He becomes 
proprietor or partner in a commercial concern, 
and is expected to show care, foresight and 
method in his business transactions. In this 


way he is led on, assisted by trained and ex- | 
perienced teachers, until in a short time he is | 


competent to enter for himself upon the real 
business of life and develop in actual practice 
what he has learned in the college. In the 
Shorthand and Typewriting Department every 
advantage is afforded for a ee and rapid 
advancement of the student. Both individual 
and class instruction ere employed, and after 
being thoroughly instructed in the principles 
of the art, special exercises in railway, mercan- 
tile, legal and business correspondence of all 
sorts are given for reporting practice. This 
department has grown to such an extent that 
it has been fcund necessary to order six new 
Remington typewriters from Mr. George Ben- 
gough, the agent of this machine. The school 
reopened on Thursday, September 1. Intend- 


ing students can receive all information by | 


addressing O'Dea & Hoskins, principals. 


a mm 


Whims of a Sculptor’s Sitters. 


A successful sculptor gets much amusement 
out of the sitters whose busts he moulds— 
es pecially those of strong originality. Carlyle, 
after much persvasion, was induced to sit for 
his bust to Sir Edgar Boehm, the sculptor royal 
to the English Court. 

“Till give you twenty-two minutes to make 
what you can of me,” said he one day, storming 
at the door of Boehm’s studio. 

He stocd there, watch in hand, while Sir 
Edgar manipulated the damp clay. The minute 
hand had scarcely pointed to the appointed 
moment for the sitter’s depa:ture, when the 
sculptor pushed his clay aside. But Carlyle 
had been drawn on to talk and to forget, so he 
insisted upon giving the sculptor another two- 
and twenty minutes, He returned to the 
studio on another day to be stud'ed at the 
artist's leisure. 

Lord Stratford de Redcliffe, who so long ruled 
at Constantinople asthe British Minister, had 
a passionate temper. After sitting to Sir Edgar 
for his bust, he visited the studio to inspect it. 
He did not like it, and, knitting his over-hang- 
ing brows into a great frown, he shouted out, 
“Why, you have made me look like a bad- 
tempered man!” 


_ 


Prof. J. F. Davis is now forming the first 
classes of the season at his elegant new danc- 
ing academy, Wilton avenue. 








The Test of Friendship. 


An epicure, well known for his ecce ntricities, 
Grenod de la Reyniere, wishing to ascertain 
who were his true friends, had recourse to the 
following stratagem. He remained indoors 
and gave himself out to be ill, admission being 
rigorously refused to all comers. A fortnight 
later he sent out cards to his friends announc- 
ing his death, and inviting them to his fun- 
eral, which was to take place the next day at 
4p.m, Only a small number put in an appear- 
ance, It was just dinner time, and to post- 
pone indefinitely this meal for the sake ofa 

neral was decidedly a mark of affection in 
the eyes of the ‘‘departed.” The friends found 
waiting at the door a hearse and several 
mourning coaches; a bier covered with a pall 
stood in the porch. They were shown intoa 
waiting-room all draped in black. Half an 
hour had passed when a side door was thrown 
seen and a liveried servant said in solemn 

nes : 

‘*Gentlemen, dinner is on the table.” 

On being ushered into the next apartment 
they beheld a table laden with the choicest 


old plush, drawing-room with 
annex, ladies’ toilet-room with double wash- 
room, with portiers, hot and cold water, anda 
well stocked buffa in every sleeper. The scen- 
ery along this picturesque route cannot be 
equalled in the Eastern States. By traveling 
via this great route you avoid being smothered 
in soft coal cinders and dust along the road, as 
they burn nothing but hard coal. Every foot 
of the road is stone ballast. You must also re- 
member this is also a double track road, The 


| above sleepers leave Toronto at 4.55 p.m., daily, 











except Sundays. 
oe 


A Pair. 


Mrs, Bangupp— Marie, I wish you would take 
my diamond iing to a jewelers and have it 
c'eaned, 

Marie— Yes’m. 

Mrs. Bangupp—By the way, ae might as 
well take my lorgnette, too, and have it pol- 
ished, One is of no use without the other. 





* MEDICAL 
SCIENCE 


achieved a 
great triumph in 


the production of 


BEECHAM’S 
i LLS which will cure Sick 
Headache and all Ner- 
vous Disorders arising from Impaired 
Digestion, Constipation and Disor- 
dered Liver ; and they will quickly re- 
store women to complete health. 
Covered with a Tasteless & Soluble Coating, 


Wholesale Agts, Evans & Sons, Ld, Montreal. 
For sale by all druggists. 








For Spring and Summer, 
DUNN'S 
FRUIT SALINE 


NATURE'S GREAT RESTORER ! 


Delightfully Refreshing. 
BY ALL CHEMISTS. 


The High Speed Family Knitter 


Will knit a stocking heel and 
toe in ten minutes. Will knit 
everything required in the 
household from homespun or 
factory. Ooarse or fine yarns. 
The most practical knitter on the 
market, child can operate it. 
Strong, Durable, Simple, Rapid. 

Satisfaction guaranteed or no pay. 
Agents wanted. For particu 
sample work, address, 

» Dundas, Ont., Canada. 



















and 
Carden & Gearhart 


Can You Read This ? 


I cannot se your Pimple Pills erough for what 
have done wa My face was covered with Piw ples an 
I was ashamed to go out, besides they were sore. 
My cates, Men, Fab, advieeh me. Se: eee? and 

one bottle I was a great deal the 
second bo! has cured me. My face is just as smooth as 


he ooo ate 


Lachute Mille, 





To Barre & nn, Heenan \ 
POWELL’S PIMPLE PILLS. | 
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(Lp EE, 
; as the Muskoka trip, will it Felix?” said Samp- | and silenced in the presence of the last new 


Tue Toronto Saturpay Nicut 
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BDMOND BH. SHEPPARD - -  SBaditor. 





SATURDAY NIGHT is a twelve-page, handsomely illus- 


trated paper, published weekly and devoted to its readers. 


Office, 9 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. 
TELEPHONE 17009. 


Subscriptions will be received on the following terms: 


OR FOr e pense lets cescetssncccccces S82 00 
Shes BRAN ss Fino ccc ce even ce eeetie ced 1¢e 
Three Months... .........ccceeeeeerseeeres 50 


Delivered in Toronto, soc. per annum extra. 


Advertising rates made known on application at the busie 


ness office. 
WHE SHEPPARD PUBLISHING CO. (Lrp.), Propr's. 
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The Drama. 





HE cast of characters in The 
Midnight Alarm, at Jacobs & 
Sparrow's, has changed very 
little since the same company 
was here last year. The best 
work is done by Frederick 
Julian as Silas Carringford, 
the villain, and by Edith 
Julian as Sparkle. Carringford is one of the 
most adroit of rascals, although of necessity 
beaten in the finish and forced to commit 
suicide. He conveys the idea of what may be 
called snakiness better than it is often por- 
trayed, and in his make-up could sit for the 
picture of villainy. Edith Julian is undoubt- 
edly clever in her role, and George F. Hall as 
E. Chippington Chaser makes a wonderfully 
blase young man of the streets. That round, 
happy-go-lucky face of his and a disposition 
which makes him the last man in the 
world to be bothered with stage fright, 
should enable him to cut quite a figure on the 
boards yet. The others are equal to their 
parts. Sam Charles, who is a new man in the 
part of Gideon Stillwell, the aged New Jersey 
farmer, has a face and form that truly grew up 
for the character. The realistic scenes have 
been improved since last year and aroused 
great delight, especially the fire hall scene and 
the running out of the engine when the alarm 
sounded. The play is a money maker and 
draws well wherever it goes. 
* 


On Wednesday next, September 7, Herrmann, 
the magician, will appear at the Academy. He 
can draw a full house when nothing else will, 
and by this we may judge what sort of a turn- 
out will greet him during the first exhibiticn 
week, when all the theaters will be crowded, 
Visitors to the Fair will see nothing on the 
grounds to equal the wonders performed by 
him at the Academy each evening. 


Manager Sheppard has made arrangements 
with the celebrated Irish comedian, Joseph 
Murphy, to appear at the Grand Opera House 
during the Fair, his engagement commencing 
next Monday evening, September 5. Probably 
no better choice could have been made. Mr. 


Murphy is known from the Atlantic to the 
Pacific and as an exponent of genuine Irish 


comedy has noequal. And no one can enter- 
tain an audience better than he ; added to this, 
he appears in probably the best Irish comedies 
ever written, full of comedy, pathos, and Irish 


wit that serves to keep an audience melted to 


tears or convulsed with laughter. He will ap- 
pear in Shaun Rhue, Kerry Gow and the Rose 
of Killarney. 
year is very strong and each of the plays will 
be beautifully mounted. 

* 


The inimitable Dan McCarthy has written a 
new play called The Rambler from Clare, 
which will be produced at Jacobs & Sparrow’s 
Opera House next week, commencing Monday 
evening, September 5, with matinees Tuesday, 
Thursday and Saturday. This play, written in 
the usual style of its versatile author-actor, 
is entirely new, and will be produced here for 
the first time. It has been played at Rochester, 
N. Y., and is now enjoying a phenomenal run 
at Jacobs’ Court street theater, Buffalo, and its 
production here will be its third trial. Crowded 
houses have witnessed its performance when 
played, and it is confidently predicted that Dan 
McCarthy's engagement here will be upon a 
par with his other very successful ones at this 
popular resort. The Rambler from Clare is 
one of those picturesque, romantic dramas of 
Irish pastoral life which are often seen upon 
the stage, but with the addition of having real 
Irish life depicted by a comedian whose life 
study in such characters has made him profi- 
cient and placed him at the top of the theatric- 
al profession in his own line. The stage and 
mechanical effects are by Mr. Henry E. Walton, 
which is a sufficient guarantee of their excel- 
lence. We predict a warm reception for popular 
Dan. 


Miss Jessie Alexander, the popular reader, 
who arrived in the city two weeks ago after 
her lengthy visit to Europe, is to inaugurate 
her Canadian season with a flying visit to the 
Pacific Coast, giving recitals in all the principal 
cities en route. She leaves Toronto to-day and 
returns to open her eastern season with her 
annual recital in October, when her friends 
here who are eagerly looking forward to hear- 
ing the recent additions to her repertoire will 
no doubt give her a good welcome, 

inept liiinaabaaiidiaaiiia 

The mother of the Shah of Persia died in Te- 
heran a short time ago. She was the widow of 
the Shah Mohammed, whom she survived more 
than forty-seven years. The princess occupied 
a palace of her own in the Persian capital, 
where she was accustomec to receive her son. 
The monarch never failed at these visits to 
bring his mother either a basket of fruit or a 
basket of flowers from his private gardens. 
The dead woman was said to be very clever, 
and was often consulted by the Shah in affairs 
of state. 


ee a ee ee 
Mrs. “‘ Buffalo Bill” is an amiable, domestic 
woman, very popular in the neighborhood of 
North Platte, where she lives. Her home, 
Scout’s Rest, is a long, low building, four miles 
from the town, large and roomy, quite like a 
hotel, and it is surrounded by three thousand 


acres of prairie land, magnificent stables and 
fine pasture lands, where are kept many thou- 
sands of fine blooded horses and cattle. 


iE 

















His suprorting company this 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


The Gypsy Wagon. 


A Tale that wags away down the Kingstcn Road amid 
loves and adventures and such like, 
BY MACK, 





T was all arranged, Felix had @ very 
smf&ll head, but there was not a waste 
corner in it, and as he unfolded his 
scheme to Casey and Sampson they 
were lost in admiration, and by the 
time he finished they agreed that Felix 

had the greatest head in the world. The three 
all laughed and talked at once, anticipating 
what was to come and suggesting details. 
Felix had devised a new way of spending two 
weeks’ holidays—something original and with 
great promises in it. For two previous years 
the friends had gone up to Muskoka in 
August, and had intended doing the same this 
year, in fact, had arranged to start in less than 
a week. But Felix had an idea, and after im- 
parting it to his friends they decided to let 
Muskoka go for once. 

‘Say, fellows,” said Sampson, and his jaw 
fell, ‘‘I am afraid old Telfer won't think much 
of this plan, He’s such a slow stick, you know. 
It’s too bad if we have to leave him behind.” 

‘‘He’s got to go,” exploded Felix. ‘‘ We 
won’t take no for an answer. Great Scott, 
why can’t he let himself looge for once! He's 
got to go.” 

Casey ventured the opinion that if all three 
got at him while they were keen on the sub- 
ject they could overcome his objections, and if 
he once consented to stay with the crowd he 
would be the most valuable man of them all, 
“ because of that villainous full beard of his.” 

“Imagine Telfer in a red flannel shirt,” 
laughed Felix. 

*“ And no collar,” added Sampson. 

**Collar! There'll be a fine of ten dollars on 
anyone who puts on even a paper collar or 
brushes his boots, No swell airs, I tell you,” 
said Felix, rising and setting the pace for 
Telfer’s office. 

The slow stick, with that villainous full 
beard, was in the real estate business and not 
very busy. He was about forty years of age 
anda bachelor, but somehow he managed to 
keep up an expostulating companionship with 
three roistering fellows much his juniors, In 
all their doings he was a dissident. He 
was slow in one respect, for although he 
was cram full of mature wisdom and 
the possessor of an inexhaustible store 
of good advice, he never managed to speak it 
until the emergency requiring it was well past. 
For instance, on one occasion up on Lake 
Rosseau, when the three young men in frolic 
made off with a boat belonging to a crusty old 





THEY FISHED IN LAKB RCSSEAU. 


it. Telfer rated his friends soundly and then 


changed vessels with them and while they put 


back and attracted the attention of the con- 
stable he surreptitiously returied the filched 


craft to its place, and the nonplussed and 


angry old fellow got the laugh. In an emer- 
gency he was a brick. 

The trio bounced in upon him, determined to 
carry him by storm, and Sampson opened by 
saying that they were not going to Muskoka, 
but that Felix had a scheme that distanced 


anything ever heard of for spending two weeks’ 


holidays. Casey ordered the author of the plan 
to spread it out. 

“Well, it’s just this, Telfer, and you 
needn't raise objections and kick, for you 
are going and that settles it,” commenced 
Felix, picking up a_ ruler 


gesticulations more dramatic. ‘ Everybody 


camps or goes to the summer hotels, and four 


fellows such as we are ought to originate some- 
thing better. My idea is for us to turn gypsies 
and travel down the road from Toronto to 
Kingston, trading horses, exchanging tinware 
for eggs and hens, making a deal of some kind 
with every man we meet, and camping every 
night in some nice piece of bush.” 

** We can build fires and cook with pots and 
frying pans,” added Casey. 

“And sleepin our wagon, like Mrs, Jarley, 
proprietress of the immortal wax works.” 
This from Sampson, who knew that Telfer 
worshiped Dickens. ‘It will remind me of 
the Pickwick Club's outings.” 

*““We can easily make the arrangements,” 
resumed Felix. ‘“‘I havea long, light wagon, 
and will have a covering of big hoops and can- 
vas put over it and hooks underneath for car- 
rying pots. Then I will guarantee to get a 
team of horses for five dollars apiece, and 
among us we can scare up all the cooking 
utensils and bedding we'll need.” 

**Oh, come off!” cried Casey, who owns a 
couple of livery stables. ‘‘ Horseflesh has gone 
up. You can’t buy a good horse this summer 
for less than six dollars.” 

Felix was willing to try, and went on to say 
that in being gypsies they did not need to 
dress like tramps nor to bein any way inde- 
cent, but to simply enjoy the delicate charm of 
living a false life fora time, and of being no- 
mads, looking for humorous adventures, He 
added that they could carry money with them 
to be used in case of necessity, but he would 
suggest that no one be allowed to expend a 
dime unless, on a vote, three of the four were 
in favor of the cash outlay. 

Casey enthusiastically broke in with the re- 
mark that he had an ancient sulky somewhere 
around his premises, and he would hunt up a 
third old boneyard of a horse, and they would 
have a light rig for reconnoitering purposes, 

It was seen that old Telfer’s eyes were chang- 
ing their expression, and the contemptuous 


smile was ever so slowly vanishing from his 
face. 


* The whole thing won’t cost us half as much 





chap, Telfer overtook them an hour afterwards 
and read them a severe sermon, saying that 
the crusty old chap vowed he would accept no 
pay for the use of the skiff and had already 
accused them before a magistrate of stealing 


to make his 


son. 

** Not half, not quarter as much.” 

Old Telfer wag a deliberate chap, or he never 
would have sat there without interposing a 
word while all this talk was going on. But he 
opened his mouth at last and arose from his 
seat, while the others eagerly waited, ready to 
jump on his objections and scatter them to the 
four winds, . 

“I know a couple of dog catchers,” he said, 
‘*and can get three or four of the worst looking 
mongrels you ever saw. We will need dogs, 
won't we?” 

‘““Of course,” assented the three friends in 
delighted chorus. 

Old Telfer had put his head through the col- 
lar, as Casey would say. 

Arrangements were promptly made. Felix 
was appointed commissioner on horses and 
vehicles ; Telfer, commissioner on dogs ; Casey 
was commissioner on bedding and cooking 
utensils and was to let Felix have his sulky, 
while Sampson was to procurea stock of tin- 
ware and knick-knacks and such eatables and 
drinkables as it would be advisable to carry 
along. They would start on the next Saturday 
morning. 

Not a word was to be spoken about the 
escapade to a living soul. 

(To be Continued. ) 





Tom’s Father. 


IS coat did not fit very well, for it 
was country made, and of a cheap 
material at that. Down at the Uor- 
ners it looked very nice indeed, and 
the wearer was quite a respectable 
personage, but as he stood at the 

corner of Thirteenth street and received the 
buffetings of the surging populace he looked ill 
at ease and sadly out of place. His felt hat 
was dusty and his boots lacked Day & Martin’s 
blacking perhaps, but his eyes were clear and 
honest, and his face usually beamed with kind- 
ness. Just now, however, it wore a pathetic 
and wistful look as he stood aud gazed despair- 
ingly at the crowded crossing. The big, brass- 
buttoned policeman by the lamp-post looked so 
stern and awe-inspiring to him that he dreaded 
the ordeal of asking his way to the Veterinary 
College where Tom, his wild and wayward son, 
was taking a course. 

The afternoon was waning, and already the 
lights began to twinkle in the stores and on 
the streets. He made his way carefully across 
the busy thoroughfare and walked slowly along 
the opposite side, looking with a childish inter- 
est at the well lighted windows where toys were 
displayed for sale. The sight of a tiny rock- 
ing horse called to mind the time when Tom 
had one. It was long ago, when he himself 
was a young man, and Tom was but five years 
old, a sturdy, noisy boy. The painted toy was 
broken long ago, and Tom was nowa young 
man who had found the farm work irksome, 
and his distaste to it had led to harsh words on 
both sides, and the refusal of Tom to stay by 
the family fireside. It was very lonely after he 
went away, and sothe toil-worn father went 
forth to seek his boy and ask his forgiveness. 

The streets are filled [with hurrying peopie 
and noisy, rushing vehicles. The street cars 
sweep past and narrowly escape crushing the 
feeble old man who now leans against a build- 
ing to recover his breath and equilibrium. He 
contrasts it all with the peaceful life he has 
left, and heaves a patient sigh for the cool 
green fields, the whispering boughs and sooth. 
ing murmur of insect life. He could see ir 
fancy the flower-bordered path to the house, 
the open door and Tom’s mother performing 
her humble labors, while through the open 
window of the house floated the sweet perfume 
of the rose and brier. His pleasant reverie 
was cut short by a stern command to “ move 
on,” and he hurriedly renewed his search for 
the building. His efforts were at last re- 
warded, and he made his way painfully to the 
door. 

“Say Tom, there’s a funny old codgerat the 
door tryingtogetin. He looks a regular hay- 
seed. Let’s get the boys and have some fun 
with him.” 

The noisy students rushed through the pass 
age and turned off the gas at the entrance, and 
then suddenly opened the door. The aged man, 
dazed and bewildered, stepped forward, and 
was deluged with a shower of blows from hats, 
caps, gloves and other articles, Frightened by 
the sudden onslaught, the old man gave a cry 
and fell to the floor. The thoroughly scared 
students crowded around, and one of them 
turned on the gas. They stooped over the 
prostrate figure and pulled off the old dusty 
felt hat that had fallen over the face. It was 
Tom’s father. But the rough voice was silent, 
the kindly eyes that would have looked for for- 
giveness into Tom’s were closed, and the toil- 
worn hands were extended on the floor towards 
Tom asif they would grasp his and lead him 
back to the peaceful home at Hogg’s Corners. 

B, KE.ry. 





Martial Musings. 


FTER it has been settled that 

Mars is inhabited, there arise 

conjectures as to the sort of 

people the Marsians must be. 

Theorists agree that, as the Mar- 

tial orb broke from the mother 

nebula, of which our sun is the 

diminishing nucleus, so many million years 

before the earth, evolution up there has pro- 

gressed well nigh beyond terrestrian concep- 

tion. Parallels cannot be drawn upon the 

same plane, unless retrograde as well as for- 

ward movement goes on in Mars, thus main- 

taining an identical standard of formation in 
each planet, which is impossible. 

The best we know on earth may be a weak 
model for comparison. May not the reflection 
cause us much amazement that, after close 
on twenty centuries of so-called humanizing 
teaching and alleged hourly advancing civiliza- 
tion, the great ingenuity of man is still bent 
toward inventing, perfecting, and adding to 
the terror-strewing power of deadly engines 
and weapons to destroy our God-sent life? All 
sorts of controversies and hypotheses fade into 
pin points beside this fearful fact. Astrono- 
mical discussions and researches, polemical 


debates and religious lectures which have 
shaken the world in metaphor, are dwarfed 


armored ship or the latest born shell-firing 
demon. Christianity is supposed to go hand in 
hand with civilization, but not considering 
vitriolic clerical disputes, ecclesiastic prosecu- 
tions, or educational animosities engendered by 
two sects of schools, it suffices to contemplate 
the gigantic military organizations of modern 
nations and ask: Can we be civilized and 
Christians? The millions of money and the 
energy expended upon the implements of war 


could assist science greatly; and knowledge 


with true religion may co-walk without discord. 

If Marsians have pushed along this war- 
course for millions more of years than we, 
their life-destroying capabilities must be mag- 
nificent! But such carnage cannot be the 
King’s desire. He is a creator, not a destroyer. 
The trend is always into betterlife. The peace- 
seed has germinated even on this earth, but it 
advances tardily to maturity. It will be cen- 
turies before our peoples count themselves as 
brothers all, to look back in history and read of 
these barbaric times, 

What are a few centuries of years compared 
to the millions that Mars has pre-lived us? 
Think how we humans have evoluted in but a 
solitary one thourand years, for example. 

The lines on Mars which have been called 
canals are likely to create discussion yet. 
Some astronomers cannot see them, but they 
do not dispute their presence. This problem is 
receiving careful study from abstrusians the 
globe over, which, combined with painstaking 
observations, must reveal more fully Martial 
features, It is as well to call these lines canals 
until disproved. We dare not assert that these 
lines are not canals. Marsians may have sbips 
like floating cities, and for these require im- 
mense canals, Our canals would be unseeable 
from Mars with the telescopes we have, but it 
does not follow that their artificial water ways 
should be no larger. That Martial canals 
should be in pairs need not surprise. We 
double track our railroads when traffic exceeds 
a single line’s capacity, do we not ? 

That the parallel Martial canals are not al- 
ways distinguishable may result from tem- 
porary atmospheric condition blurring the two 
into one, 

To descend from the sublime, some rich solu- 
tions of the line enigmadevelop. ‘‘ Sure,” said 
an Irishman the other day, ‘tI learned at 
school about all the imaginary lines the earth 
has; maybe thimon Marsis the saime, on’y 
they ain't all imaginary!” ‘They might bea 
big two track electric railroad,” a motorman 
remarked. ‘‘I wouldn’t wonder but they’re 
opposition roads ; an’ when the cars fare racin’ 
they turn the two lines into one blue streak, 
d’you see.” An alderman vouchsafed that he 
thought they were aqueducts conveying water 
to some mighty Martial city ; and a man from 
the parks and gardens committee was con- 
vinced that they were “‘ljike as not fences to 
keep the mob offen the grass!” 

JOHN A, COPLAND. 





Major Max’s Snake Story. 





**T don’t see why it is,” said Major Max, lay- 
ing his morning paper down and passing his 
coffee cup to Mrs, Max, “‘ why it is that when a 
man begins talking or writing about snakes all 
the truth in him seems to congeal,” 

*“*It may be,” Mrs. Max suggested, as she 
passed back the filled cup, ‘‘ that the horror of 
the subject freezes his blood; or something 
like that, you know, freezes his blood, and 
everything, don’t you know.” 

**Possibly, and very clever, too, my dear. 
Now, I remember when I went to South Amer- 
ica to visit Bob—Bob Billings of my class, you 
know, went into cattle raising there—that a 
really extraordinary thing occurred there. We 
were out one day, Bob and I, where the vaque- 
ros were branding, when along came a boa—I 
think it was a boa, or something like that—in 
evident pain and distress. Well, my dear, would 
you believe it? It wasto be seen ata glance 
that that monster snake had swallowed a steer 
and the horns were hurting it. What did that 
dare-devil of a Bob do but rush up to that boa 
—if it was a boa—and cut it open, when out 
walked the steer!” 

‘ Major!” exclaimed Mrs. Max, ‘Isn't your 
co-Tee getting cold?” 

‘* But wait till you hear the rest of the story. 
Bob took a lasso and sort of stitched that snake 
up and it crawled off with a real smile of satis- 
faction. Imagine our astonishment when 
every day after that, that grateful boa would 
come crawling into camp with a stray calf it 
had swallowed, for the sake of rescuing it for 
Bob, and we’d just unlace that lasso and corral 
the calf.” 

** Most extraordinary,” said Mra, Max. 

‘* That's what I say,” argued the major. “I 


-don’t see why people go into romance so about 


snakes when tke truth {is strange enough.” 

** But is it really true, major?” 

‘*True, my dear! Tobe sure, you have never 
seen Bob, but you've eeen his portrait in that 
class picture in my study.” 

** That's really so,” assented Mrs, Max, in the 
tone of absolute conviction.—N. Y. Sun. 





If Mademoiselle Helene Vacaresco had not 
had the mischance to win the love of a fickle, 
faint-hearted princeling who broke his solemn 
pledge to make her his wife, all the courts of 
Europe would to day be singing the praises of 
the most brilliant woman in the rather stupid 
circle of continental nobility. But since it has 
come to pass that Ferdinand, heir presump- 
tive to the throne of Roumania, proved faith- 
lees to his plighted troth, every titled gossip in 
Europe, every scandalmonger and chronicler of 
royal tid-bits has occupied himself with the 
publication of reminiscences and recitals sup- 
posed to smirch the character and impugn the 
temper of the young woman. 


A hundred years ago was born the American 
actor and dramatist Howard Payne. Tens of 
thousands have had their tenderest sympathies 
awakened by the song of Home, Sweet Home, 
without knowing that its author’s name was 
Howard Payne, and that it was first sung in a 
once popular melodrama entitled Clari, or the 
Maid of Milan. Payne was a native of New 
York, born in 1792. Early turning his attention 
to the stage, he soon became a popular actor 
and writer of dramatic pieces, both in England 


and in his native country. He died while Con- 
sul at Tunis, 
































Scythe Song. 


For Saturday Night. 

Thro’ shudd’ riug fields of yellow wheat 

That would but cannot make retreat, 

Acourst of every blade and ear, 

I sway and swing afar, anear ; 

And as I sweep my swath along, 

I murmur forth a soothing song : 
‘* Hush, ah, hush! and cease to weep, 
I bear no sorrow, I give you sleep. 
Life ia a toilsome, painful breath— 
I come with balm, I give you death. 
Tec-day is sighing, tc-day is sorrow ; 
Behold, ye sleep in peace tc-morrow. 
Husb, then hush, and cease to weep— 
I heal your sorrows, I give you sleep.” 


Amid the haunts of men I pass ; 

To me they are as ripened grass. 

They fall before me day by day— 

Not one can brave me in my way. 

Yet, curst and fear’d as earth's worst foe, 

I scatter blessing as I go: 
“So hush, be silent, and cease to weep, 
I bear no sorrow, I give you sleep. 
Life is a toilsome, painfal breath— 
I bring you healing, I give you death. 
To-day is sighing, twc-day is sorrow. 
Behold, ye rest, ye reat tc-morrow. - 
Hush, ah hush! thou, and cease to weep— 
I heal your sorrow, I give you sleep.” 

My harvest istocome. Ye hear 

My song already in your ear, 

Drawing ever anear, anear ! 

From Russian steppe and Persian plain 

I sweep—before, the ripen’d grain ; 

Behind, in heaps the harvest lain. 

Like shudd’ring fields of waiting wheat, 

Ye would but cannot make retreat. 
‘Then hush, ah hush ! and cease to weep, 
I bear no sorrow, I give you sleep. 
Life is a toileome, pait fal breath— 
Behold, I come with the balm of death. 
Tc-day ye sigh and tc-day ye sorrow, 
But ye sleep, ye sleep in peace tc-morrow. 
Hush, then husb, and cease to wesp— 
I heal your sorrow, I give you sleep.” 

Jas. A. Tucker. 


Golden Rod, 


For Saturday Night. 
Sweet seventeen tripped o’er the sod— 
My dark-eyed queen—Marie ; 
She plucked a bunch of golden-rod, 
A buttonhole for me ; 
Still to my heart securely pressed, 
Lies hid the spray her hana caressed. 


Fair emblem of my native land, 
The rose still blooms serene, 
But my allegiance heart and hand 
Is for a younger queen. 
And thou bright flower, golder-hued, 
Shall be my badge of servitude. 


Then will I seek where lilies nod, 
The flower I love the best, 
A yellow eprig of golden-rod 
To wear upon my breast ; 
Through life, Queen Marie, if you will 


I'll wear thy golden liv’ry still. 0. A. S&S 


A Lullaby. 


For Saturday Night. 

Thy father’s abroad on the stormy deep ! 
Dost thou hear the billows roar ? 

Hear’st thou the waves as they onward creep 
And weep on the breast of the shore ? 

Ah ! ead is the moan of the mountain pines 
And sad is the voice of the sea, 

But sadder far is the widow’s cry, 
And that is the cry for me. 


For last night as I rock’d thee, my sleeping babe, 
Clasped warm to my throbbing breast, 

In fancy I saw by the pale moon's light 
Thy father asleep and at reet. 

Hise pillow was the seething surf, 
The sea weed a ewathing shroud, 

And far o’er the raging sea I heard 
His death-knell long and loud. 

But sleep ye, my babe, and slumber, 
This broken heart above, 

For stronger far than the oaken spar 
Is thy widowed mother’s love. 

Brantford. H. Cameron _WILs0n. 


The Flower. 


Por Saturday Night. 
In the shadow of a noble tree 
A little flower grew, 
You might pass and look and never see 
This sweet pure violet blue. 


It lived ‘neath the light of God's blue eky 
And drank the cooling dew, 

It bowed to the breezes passing by 
And the birds that ‘round it flew. 


But a fair young girl came near one day 
And epied the flower small— 

She stooped and plucked it and went her way 
And the flower died—that’s all. 








Frep Fuir. 


Briggs at the Country Hotel. 





O. Algernon Briggs, who has been on the road, 
Since last May, is fully aware 

That social distinction’s all stacked in one load, 
For his frail young shoulders to bear. 

This worries him some, you can see by his brow, 
Where breaking’s begun before fall, 

By that grim old epectre that handles the plow, 
And furrows the forehead of all. 

C. Algernon’s line is imported ofgare, 
As one would infer from the swell 

And the boisterous fuss he makes in the bus 
—When Briggs strikes the country hotel. 


The porter is ‘ Cholly ;” he calls the clerk ‘‘ Joe,” 
Says: ‘‘ How are they comin’ now, Jim?” 
While rolling his name on the register so 
That even the boarders know him. 
“* You'll give me the bridal room, eh? Joey, dear, 
And Cholly, you take up my case— 
And say, Cholly, bring me a bottle of beer 
From Old Billy Whittington’s place.” 
At supper it’s ‘Sadie, go bring me a steak,” 
Or “ get me an egg, won't you, Nell?” 


Or ‘‘a lemon, please, Blanche,” for he’s running the ranch 


—Ie Briggs at the country hotel. 


At dinner the gueste read the bill of fare through 
Save Briggs, who says softly to Dot: 

“* Just bring me my dinner, now Dottie, won't you?” 
And Briggs gete the best of the lot. 

He’s free with bis money and runs a great bluff : 
‘* Oh, well, I'll charge thie to the house,” 

But when he’s in town he’s quiet enough, 
And funds it back meek as a mouse. 

For there the gay Algernon sleeps in a fiat, 
And feeds at a chophouse as well. 

Though he isn't deuce high when at home, he can fiy 
When he stops at the country hotel. 


If I were an artist and wanted the face 
Of Cusar returning to Rome, 

Or of Alexander in search of a place 
Unconquered on all the earth's dome; 

Or were I 9 soulptor and anxious to mould 
Proud Cato, with haughty lip ouried, 

Or hew out « figure of Atlas of old, 
Who reeled ‘neath the weight of a world— 

I'd not copy from the conventional form 
That all antiquarians sell ; 

For the whole classic lot I'd take a snap shot 
At Briggs in the country hotel. 
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Between You and Me. 


WAS to-day reading a quaint little 
yarn about a deacon who enquired of 
his minister where heaven was, and 
the minister told him to carry a store 
of necessaries to a starving family, to 
tel! them he came as the Lord’s mes- 
senger, and then to open his Bible, 
read a psalm, and pray, and he’d find 
where heaven wae. The deacon tried it and it 
worked like a charm, co he told the minister. 
I don’t quite take it in myself. Did he make 
the family wait, hungry and eager, while he 
read and prayed, or did their famished 
onslaught on the viands aid him in locating 
heaven? It had a very puzzling twist to me, 
that little story! It breathed of earthly wants 
and earthly satisfaction, and the idea occurred 
to me to cavil at the remark of the deacon as 
to his mission, and to object to his hanging 
about to read a psalm and pray when he should 
rather have gone home. And if I had been the 
hungry family I'd rather have had him do so! 





All the same, isn’t it nice and pleasant to 
help people? I never feel myself so well worth 
a small sum as when I have successfully 
engineered a small child into a home, or a 
widow into a situation, or a sick man into the 
hospital, where he'll get care and comfort in- 
stead of flies and boarding house tea and bread 
and butter. They just slide off my mind, 
leaving a delightful sense of buoyancy and 
success and good-for-somethingness which is 
very pleasant and encouraging, though not in 
the least heavenly! The worst of it is, that 
people are apt to find out willing souls and use 
them accordingly. A scavenger man, whom I 
much respect, once threatened to leave his neg- 
lected infant on my door step if I didn’t find 
someone who would care for it. I had to as- 
sure him that I'd put it in the scavenger barrel 
for him to cart away, before he gave up his 
idea. A homeless girl planted her gripsack in 
my front hall, and declared she would stay 
with it until I told her where she could find 
other shelter, and I had to give up a lovely 
cruise on the lakes because I could not leave 
home and her together. Needless to confess 
that I got care for the baby and a home for the 
gir), and felt that I richly deserved to have to 
do it again for my pains! 

* 


Weak-minded folk have always an excuse for 
acting sc. There is anold negro with frozen 
fingers who goes begging from door to door, in 
spite of bobbies and by-laws and Beak. And 
one must always give him a trifle, because he 
is black; and black folk remind one of child- 
hood days and indulgent ‘‘mammies” and wood- 
sawing “uncles,” who told fortunes with cards 
and were awesomely accredited with too much 
knowledge of the future and sorcery. And 
there is a certain draggle-tailed woman who is 
always reforming and asking for work when 
she isn'traising a disturbance in some back alley 
or reposing oblivious on the wooden couches 
of tke police station, or riding bareheaded and 
voluble round the city in the patrol wagon. 
One must give her acup of tea, and a slice of 
bread and jam, it only to hear her murmured 
‘* Thank God for a good meal,” which she never 
omits, and which makes one forget her sad 
lapses from decorum and decency. Did you 
ever notice what class of people generally con- 
tribute to the income of that frightful old 
woman who grinds unearthly discords from the 
wizened little organ on the street corner down 
town? Or that decent creature with his nether 
limbs, what's left of them, pinned up so trimly 
into his trowser legs? Well, I have; and they 
are all, or nearly all, poor-looking folk, tired 
women with baskets, overwrought girls flitting 
breathlessly to their lunch or their tea, half- 
fed workingmen, with overalls and tools ina 
carpenter's basket—those are the hearts that 
are touched by the squawks of the hurdy- 
gurdy, and the silent appeal of the crippled 
limbs! I never give a sou to the old Italian 
woman, for I protest with all my might against 
her, not so much on account of the noise she 
evokes from the small organ, as because she is 
too old, and too worn and too abject to be 
allowed out in the drenching rain and scorch- 
ing sun, day after day. She ought to be 
**taken in and done for,” as they say, poor, old 
withered creature, by some shame-stricken 
Christian. . 


I got into a hot discussion the other day 
about men and their right. The discussion 
was going on when I came, and after hearing 
so much about Women’s Rights, it did seem 
funny to hear the expression, Men’s Rights. 
‘*What do you think?” said the cleverest 
woman I know, as she tempestuously fanned 
herself. ‘‘ Don’t you just think it’s just dread- 
ful to have women wearing suspenders and 
riding bi—? Oh, I beg your pardon, but really 
women are just taking the lead so much that 
I’m getting sick of it.” ‘“ Yes, my husband 
says it’s about time the men stayed at home 
and kept house, and looked after the children.” 
* Just so,” agreed the first speaker. ‘* Now, 
Lady Gay, what do you think?” ‘I haven't 
thought about it,” I confessed ; ‘‘and what's 
more, I don’t mean to. Any man that wants 
to stay home and keep house is welcome to, as 
far as Iamconcerned. I don’t believe he could, 
and I am certain he could not bring up children 
and keep his senses, but if anyone likes to try, 
he bas my best prayers.” And we all laughed, 
and so ended the Men’s Rights discussion. 

* 


But, really, wouldn’t it be peculiar if such 
should be the case, and instead of dudes, we 
should have useful hen-men, ordering dinner, 
counting washing, dusting bric-abrac and 
weaning the baby? And we should hear such 
hurried speeches as this: ‘‘ Awfully sorry, old 
boy; can’t go to the grounds today. Got to 
put up my peaches—fruit’s so scarce; just 
snapped up a few on the wharf. Will you 
come round to-night?” ‘“ Thanks, awfully, but 
it’s the girl's eveningout. I[ can’t leave home!” 
and then they would step off the street car 
backwards! Well, if it has got to be, of course 
we shall get used to it, and you and J, dear 
ladies, will grow bald and stout, and have as 
many pockets as ever we want to! 


Women are more generous and tolerant than 
men. All this todo about the suspenders 
shows it. Just look back two or three years 
when men began to wear sashes. Did the 
women jeer and scoff and rave about it? Didn’t 
they squander their substance on the softest, 
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richest silk and pucker it into the most care- 
lessly careful folds, and break numberless 
needles sewing on the horrid, clumsy buckles 
that were to secure the swaddling band round 
the particular man who was ami decore? Yea, 
verily! But did ever the best and noblest of 
men soar 80 far above selfish prejudice as to in- 
vest one five-cent piece towards the proper 
suspension of his best girl or his most cherished 
sister? Notso! And you will see, when the 
washer lady and the scrub lady and the beauty 
doctor, and the chaperone are all clothed in 
bifurcated garments and wear mustaches, 
there won't be a howl from the ousted females 
whose occupation is gone. They will go to 
their offices and their trench digging, and they 
will climb the telegraph poles and hang across 
the wires, and run the electric cars, and play 
baseball, just as contentedly and amiably as 
possible. And then the world will very soon 
come to an end. Why? Well, why do you 
think ? Lapy Gay, 


























































Individualities. 


Dr. A. Conan Doyle, the clever writer, has 
had to take a complete rest in consequence of 
overwork, 


Mrs. Farrar, of England, recently ascended 
the Matter-horn during a terrible snow-storm. 
She accomplished the ascent in seventeen 
hours. 


Liliuokalani, Queen of the Sandwich Islands, 
is so ardent a temperance advocate that she 
will have no wines or spirituous liquors at her 
dinners or receptions. 


Not content with achieving success in litera- 
ture, Mr. J. M. Barrie is said to have political 
ambitions, and to desire to represent his native 
place in Scotland in Parliament. 


Labouchere in Truth says: ‘* The brilliant 
success of Toronto University has been due in 
&@ great measure to Sir Daniel Wilson’s admir- 
able administration and untiring energy.” 


Big Cloud, son of the famous Indian chief 
Red Cloud, has gone horme to Dakota to die. 
During his stay at Hampden School he became 
a hopeless consumptive, and was immediately 
packed off to his reservation. 


Queen Elizabeth, Joan of Arc, Florence 
Nightingale, and Charlotte Corday have re- 
cently been instanced to support the assertion 
that the women who have been greatest in his- 
tory have, as a rule, been unmarried. 


The five chains of pearls forming the necklace 
worn on state occasions by the Baroness Gus- 
tave de Rothschild are valued at a million dol- 
lars. The most valuable collection of black 
pearls in the world is owned by the Empress of 
Austria, 


Mrs. Humphrey Ward bas been invited to 
lend the original manuscript of Robert Elsmere 
for exhibition in the Woman’s Building at 
Chicago, and an effort is being made to secure 
from the heirs of Helen Hunt Jackson the 
manuscript of Romana. 

Sanabu, a fourteen-year-old black girl, is now 
the lion of Paris, whither she was brought by 
Lieutenant Mizon, who returned there a short 
time ago after two years’ wanderings in the 
Congo district. She is a daughter of a chief in 
the region of the lower Niger. 

Miss Constance Fenimore Woolson is now 
living quietly in Oxford, where she has made 
many delightful friends. Few people who read 
her charming stories and sketches and note her 
keen appreciation of clever word-play wvuuld 
suspect that she is very deaf. 

Theex-Empress Eugenie is working indefatig- 
ably on her memoirs, which will no doubt 
prove highly interesting to the next generation, 
as they are not to be published until many 
years after her death, and no person has been 
permitted to see a line of her manu: cript. 


Lord Tennyson celebrated his eighty-third 
birthday at Aldworth House, Blackdown, near 
Haslemere, only a few days ago, where he re- 
ceived a large number of congratulations, His 
lordship is in excellent health, and seems to 
rival, in this respect, the Prime Minister, 
Gladstone. Long may Oxford and Cambridge 
continue to boast of thnse champion veterans 


Contrary to expectation, Edward Parker 
Deacon was not acquitted upon his trial for 
slaying the man he surprised with his wife. 
Contrary to expectation, he was not pardoned 
by President Carnot upon the occasion of the 
French national holiday of July 14. Contrary 
to expectation, the public authorities have in- 
terposed obstacles in the way of his securing 
the divorce, and to which itis believed he is 
entitled. 

As Queen Victoria was out driving the other 
day she met a circus company proceeding 
along the road from Balmoral to Ballater, and 
straightway ordered them to give a perform- 
ance at the castle. The entire royal family 
attended the performance, as well as the ser- 
vants and tenantry, and the Queen enjoyed 
everything, from the trapeze performers to the 
trained donkeys, and liberally rewarded the 
showman. - 

At the recent London wedding of Mrs. 
Brooke, sister of Mrs. Cornwallis West, and 
Capt. Guy Wyndham of the 16th Lancers, the 
beautiful bride wore a handsome dress of pale 
green brccade and alittle bonnet of the same 
tint, and Mrs. West and Lady Cavendish Ben- 
tinck were also gowned in pale green with 
black lace ornaments. Though the color is 
unusual for a bridal party to select, it has the 
sanction of fashion. ' 

Mrs. Alice Shaw, the professional whistler, 
had a pleasant experience when she visited 
Roberts College, at Constantinople. As she 
walked out in the quiet of an early summer 
morning, she whistled her wonderful bird call, 
and at once nightingales flew out from the 
grove on all sides to listen to the accomplish- 
ments of the new-comer. Mrs, Shaw studied 
her art for six years, She asserts that whistlers 
are born, not made. 

The divorced wife of King Milan of Servia 
has just written an allegory in which her own 
sorrows are depicted. Under the pseudonym 
of Tatijana, ex Queen Natalie has published 
The Poem of the Crowned Child. It is in the 
strain of an Oriental epic poem, and gives the 
history of a boy prince torn from his mother’s 


bosom and kept from her by “Satanic crea- 
tures,” ** hyenas,” and ‘“‘ demons,” these desig- 
nations evidently being meant to apply to the 

= regents. The boy's father is not men- 
tioned, 











































































Posies and Poesy. 


‘* The meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughte that do often lie too deep for tears.” 
—WorDsworru. 








rich and poor. 


them, 
That man has not been slow to avail him- 


belief, we read that religion began with the 
worship of a tree, and from that stage in vari- 
ous guises worked onward and upward from 
the creature to theCreator. 

“Trees,” says Pliny, ‘‘ were the first temples, 
Even to this day the simple rustic adhering 
to ancient custom dedicates his noblest tree to 
God. And the statues of gold and ivory are not 
more honored than the sacred silence which 
reigns about the grove.” Tacitus tells of Ger- 
mans worshiping in forest fastnesses. Aris- 
tophanes in revolt against the image worship 
and superstition of his day, calls, half seriously, 
upon the Athenians to leave their closed shriaes 
and to sacrifice in the open air, and in place of 
the temple with its golden doors to dedicate 
the olive tree anew. 

Going back to the first fountains of history, 
we fail to find the source and spring of flower 
symbolism. The oldest religion extant crowns 
and sceptres its divinities with the lotus. The 
marigold has been an emblematic offering to 
the gods of Hindostan from time immemorial. 
Who can tell when the chrysanthemum of 
China, the water-lily of Assyria, and the 
heliotrope of Egypt were 
first wedded to the lives 
of the people? In later days 
we learn that Greece and 
Rome divided their gardens 
among their deities, giving a 
flower or a leaf to each. In 
point of antiquity these can- 
not rival the blossoms of the 
sweet basil, the moon-flower 
and the nelumbo of Asiatic 
reverence, nor do they even 
reach back to the pomegran- 
ates of Persia and Juda, but 
are perhaps of greater interest 
because coming nearer to our 
own times and suggesting the 
source of many of our flower 
fancies. We find Juno claim- 
ing the lily and the iris, 
Venus and Aphrodite the 
myrtle and the rose, Minerva 
and Athene the olive andthe 
violet; Ceres, the corn-goddess, 
wore the poppy; Diana the 
deer-healing ditany; Perse- 
phone carried the narcissus 
which Pluto employed in lur- 
ing her away to be queen 
of the nether world, and which, we are told, 
was a wonder to be seen, for on it grew a hun- 
dred blossoms, ‘‘sending forth fragrance over 
the laughing earth and the salt waves of the 
sea.” The trees we find distributed among the 
gods. Mars was given to ash, of which men 
made their spears, and Bacchus the jolly vine; 
Pan, the musical pine tree,and Hercules the 
poplar; Neptune was given the alder, grow- 
ing by the waters, and Pluto the gloomy cy- 
press ; Mercury, the palm; Apollo, the laurel ; 
Saturn, the juniper, of melancholy shade; 
while Jupiter, chief among Roman gods, kept 
for himself the oak, king among trees. Then 
we read of one particular oak, peculiarly sacred 
to Zeus, greatest among Greek gods, larger 
than all the other trees of the forest, and re- 
maining green all the year round. Even a 
fragment of this tree could prophesy, for it 
was a piece of this which Athene placed in the 
prow of Jason’s ship, Argo, and that figure- 
head was as a pilot to the Argonauts through- 
out their expedition in search of the Golden 
Fleece. 





Coming down the stream 
of time we find the banks 
bestrewn with blossoms 
and the nations associat- 
ing all that they adore 
with the names and sym- 
bols of plants. No religion 
pictures a paradise with- 
out flowers and trees, and 
there is no mythology but 
abounds in floral emblems. 
The divinities whose 
names survive in the days 
of our week had each his 
flower. The sun, the sun- 
flower, and the moon, the 
daisy ; Tuesday, the March 
violet, and Wednesday, the blue monk's 
hood; Thursday, the burdock; Friday, the 
field orchis, and Saturday, the horse-ta'l. 
In our Saints’ Calendar there is a curious 
list. The reason for the selection of some 
is sufficiently plain, as the St. Andrew’s 
cross, the St, John’s wort, and the herb Chris- 
topher, but others, no doubt, have been appor- 
tioned to certain days because happening to 
bloom about that time, Thus on the Feast of 
the Purification, the 2nd of February, we have 
the snow-drop. Then there is the midsummer 
daisy, com'ng on the llth of June, St. Barnabas 
day, and the red campion of St. Philip's, May 
day. Of the rest, many have special signifi- 
cance which may be traced back to monkish, 
classic and even to primitive tradition and 
imagination. Who among us but is familiar 
with the Christmas holly, the sun-flower of the 
summer solstice and the amaranth, the flower 
of All Saints? Few flowers, indeed, exceed “the 





HEN looking upon 
even the smallest 
specimen of plant 
or flower, and mar- 

veling at the grace of its 
™ growth and being, the outer 
Ay evidence of life within, with 
what deep thankfulness we 
own that this companion- 
ship with the beautiful and 
inspiring is possible alike to 
Money and palaces, pictures 
and statues, horses, carriages and servants are 
for men successful in business or speculation, 
or for the sons of the rich, but the enjoyment 
of God’s fair creation, the green grass which 
covers the moor and “ grows upon the moun- 
tains,” the fragrance of the flower and the 
stately growth of the dark forest, is part of 
the heritage of the sons of toil and the children 
of poverty and no power can wrest it from 


self of this great beneficence, we find ample 
evidence in the records and traditions of all 
races. Tracing briefly the outlines of primitive 





































He—I have decided to ask your father’s consent by letter, Pauline. 


letter would you advise me to make it ? 





Now what sort of a 


Sbe—I think, Horace, that I would make it an anonymous letter. 


i sss sess 


immortal amaranth ” in dignity or antiquity of | 
significance. Homer wreathes with its blos- 
soms the heroes wet ping around the body of 
Achilles, and in the islands of the blessed the 
spirits of the great dead walk with the gods in 
fields of amaranth and sit at their feasts 
crowned with it. Milton tells us that before 
the Throne of the Lamb the heavenly hosts 
cast down their crowns “‘inwove with ama- 
ranth and gold:” 

‘Immortal amaranth, a flower which once 

In Paradise, fast by the tree of life, 

Began to bloom ; but soon for man’s < ffence 

To Heaven removed, where first it grew.” 
What reader of history but is familiar with that 
scene enacted more than fourcenturiesago when 
Somerset and Warwick, 
disputing in the Temple 
Gardens, plucked a 
white rose and a red, ; 
the personal brawl 9 
growing into the bitter- 
ness of civil war? And 
what could better 
typify the beauty of 
peace restored than the 
smiling gardens of Eng- 
land, each, we may be 
sure, 
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** With a red rose and a white rose 
Leaning, nodding, on the wall?” 

In heraldry we find the significance of 
flowers forms almost a history in itself. Per- 
haps the most widely known is the Iris or 
Fleur-de-lys which, we are told in legend, was 
brought down by an angel from the skies and 
given to King Clovis, its form representing 
either a spear or a sword handle, but in either 
case typifying to monarchs of France that their 
reigns should be always disturbed with wars 
and that they themselves should always be 
punished by the sword. But whatever its 
origin, it adorned the sceptres and diadems, the 
robes and shields of many kings of France, 
passed thence to English royalty and nobility, 
and is now held in republican horror by the 
very people whom it so often led to victory. 
Referring again to the rose, we find the simple 
five-petaled ancestor of the family was known 
in some old escutcheons, but, since the War of 
the Roses, blooms fu)l leaved on British Arms. 
Then there is that flower of Scotland, the 
thistle, emblematic of unconquerable hardi- 
hood, but which, however, had an ‘‘order” in 
France long before this ‘‘mott noble and most 
ancient” decoration was created. 

Standing upon the threshold of literature, we 
gaze in smiling wonder at the very carnival of 
beauty within. Writers of every nationality 
find the rarest gems of thought and poesy none 
too good to lay upon the shrine of flower divini- 
ties. Time and space forbid that we should do 
more than seize the few nearest to hand, or 
that come first at the call of memory. 

“ As effortless ag woodland nooks 
Send violets up and plant them blue ” 

Our own Shakespeare heralds for all time the 

springtide loveliness of 


“D ffodils 
That come before the swallow darer, and take 
The wind of March’ with beauty.” 

Tennyson comes nearest to striking the key- 
note of all wisdom, the knowledge of ‘‘ what 
God and man is,” while bending reverent gaze 
upon the “ flower in the crannied walls.” 

Burns, the bard of humanity, never touched 
a chord with tenderer grace than when mourn- 
ing the fate of the daisy, 

“Wee, modest, crimeon tipped flower.” 

Holland tells us that the faith that lives in 
reason is never stronger 
than when it stands on 
flowers : “If Ged so 
clothe the grass which 
to-day is, and to morrow 
is cast into the oven,” 
then what? 

Dante writes that the 
happy resting-place in Pur- 
gatory has no other delight 
than its grass and flowers ; 
that the righteous spirits 

y of the heathen in Hades 
are comforted by having even the image of green 
grass put beneath their feet, and that the ter- 
restrial paradise begins where the grass is 
first seen to bend, in humility, to the waters 
ef Lethe bringing *‘ forgetfulness of evil.” 

Of all the splendid utt«rances of Rusrkia’s 





great soul, is aught nm ore faithful and true than 
the wherewith he bids us adorn our lives with 
the grand simplicity of a Crown of Wild Olive, 
or to look with him upon the true glory of the 
grass, as in the Bible it typifies, under various 
forms, the two essentials of Christian character 
— humility and love?” 

Among inspired writers there is never poet, 
priest nor prophet but finds that “God is a seen 
God” in this growing life about us. From 
cover to cover the Old Testament abounds in 
these symbols of beauty, love and power. 
Where unanimity exists distinction grows 
difficult, but where shall we better find the 
very fulness of raptured description than in 
that matchless lyric portraying the love of 
Christ and the Church: ‘‘ The countenance of 
my beloved is as Lebanon, excellent as the 
cedars,” “ The beams of our house are of cedar 
and the rafters are of fir,” ‘‘I am the rose of 
Sharon and the lily of the valley,” “ Thou that 
dwellest in the gardens and feedeth among the 
lilies.” 

In the New Testament, when we find the 
Messiah indeed has come, that this “ chiefest 
among ten thousand” and ‘altogether lovely ” 
stands among men, how easily we recall 
that he taught the kingdom of Heaven as 


&@ sower “sowing seed,” and his own 
death and resurrection by a grain of 
wheat which must needs fall into the 


ground and die e’er it can bring forth much 
fruit; that he established unity with his 
disciples in the assurance, “I am the vire, ye 
are the branches,” and banished the cares of 
his Father's children who are anxious about 
covering their bodies, by pointing to the cloth- 
ing of the lilies—more gloriously arrayed than 
Solomon. 

Did he not write wisely who said, ‘‘The 
Omnipotent has sown His name on the heavens 
in glittering stars, but upon earth He planteth 
His name by tender flowers ?” 

Nots.—This ie a paper written by Mise Margaret M. Kil- 
patrick of New Orleans, and read at the June graduation 
exercises of Warriner’s College of Commerce, Toronto, at 
which institution the writer isa pupil. This eesay secured 
first prize, the judges expressing the opicion that it would 
have been given high rank on a more ambitious platform. — 
Eprtor. ™ 





The Danger of Delay. 


‘George !” she screamed. 

“*My neck!” 

‘* What’s the matter?” 

** There’s a pillacatter——” 

“A what?” 

‘*A tappekiller ——” 

** What in the world do you mean?” 

** Oh, dear,” she moaned, as she clutched him 
frantically. ‘‘A kitterpaller! You know, 
George! A patterkiller !” 

“Oh!” said George, with evident relief, and 
he proceeded to brush the future butterfly away. 








His Idea. 

She—Well, if I can’t live on my income, and 
you can’t live on yours, where would be the 
advantage in our marrying? 

He (thoughtfully)—Well, by putting our in- 
comes together one of us would te able to live, 
at any rate. 
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Of Different Tastes. 
Jokem (gloomily)—I can’t see why I never 
can write anything that will suit you ! 
Editor (cheerfully )—Very likely it’s because I 
never can make a decision that pleases you. 





A Good Excuse. 
Head of Firm— Have you any excuse for miss- 
ing the train this morning, sir? 
Penwiper (a suburbanite)— Yes, sir. 
in with my wife. 


I came 





And There Was Gloom at the Feast. 
Mr, Knickerbccker (who is giving a dinner 
party to Lord Howllong)—And what do you 
think of our city? 
Lord Howllong—Well, don’t yer know, I 
should call Chicago the London of Amer 
and New York its Liverpool. 


A Queer Dick. 

Mrs. Slimdiet.—I don’t know how I'm ever to 
get along with the new boarder, It just worries 
me sick trying to find something he will like. 

Friend— Queer tastes, has he 

Mrs. Slimdiet—I should say so. He doesn’t 
like ham or liver or tripe or anything. 


No Place for Her. 

Deck hand—You're on the wrong side of the 
ferry boat: this is the ‘‘ Men’s Cabin.” aR 
Mrs. Maioney—An’ that’s the “ Wimmin’s 
oe Be Where do the ladies be aiter 

goin’ 
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and silenced in the presence of the last new 
armored ship or the latest born shell-firing 
demon. Christianity is supposed to go hand in 
hand with civilization, but not considering 
vitriolic clerical disputes, ecclesiastic prosecu- 
tions, or educational animosities engendered by 
‘two sects of schools, it suffices to contemplate 
the gigantic military organizations of modern 
nations and ask: Can we be civilized and 
Christians? The millions of money and the 
energy expended upon the implements of war 
could assist science greatly; and knowledge 


as the Muskoka trip, will it Felix?” said Samp- 
son. 

** Not half, not quarter as much,” 

Old Telfer wag a deliberate chap, or he never 
would have sat there without interposing a 
word while all this talk was going on. But he 
opened his mouth at last and arose from his 
seat, while the others eagerly waited, ready to 
jump on his objections and scatter them to the 
four winds, ° 

“I know a couple of dog catchers,” he said, 
‘**and can get three or four of the worst looking 


Scribe Son: 


For Saturday Night. 

Thro’ shudd’ ring fields of yellow wheat 

That would but cannot make retreat, 

Accurst of every blade and ear, 

I sway and swing afar, anear ; 

And as I sweep my swath along, 

I murmur forth a soothing song : 
‘* Hush, ah, hush! and cease to weep, 
I bear no sorrow, I give you sleep. 
Life is a toilsome, painful breath— 
I come with balm, I give you death. 
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The Gypsy Wagon. 


A Tale that wags away down the Kingstcn Road amid 
loves and adventures and such like, 
BY MACK, 


Tue Toronto Saturpay Nicut 


—— 
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T was all arranged. Felix had @ very 
sm4&ll head, but there was not a waste 
corner in it, and as he unfolded his 
scheme to Casey and Sampson they 
were lost in admiration, and by the 
time he finished they agreed that Felix 


GU Siteate kes vee tvccccsccscecqeces S2 00 

ned ld. The three - Tc-day is hing, te-day is ; 
ia Mim e.g uk, va utile 1¢0 ~~ satya per = jc anticipating mongrels you ever saw. We will need dogs, | with true religion may co-walk without discord. Senet, secret sr ma rman 
Three Months...........0eeseeeeeeseeeees 50 g . won't we?” If Marsians have pushed along this war- Husb, then hush, and cease to weep 


what was to come and suggesting details. 
Felix had devised a new way of spending two 
weeks’ holidays—something original and with 
great promices in it, For two previous years 
the friends had gone up to Muskoka in 
August, and had intended doing the same this 
year, in fact, had arranged to start in less than 
a week. But Felix had an idea, and after im- 
parting it to his friends they decided to let 
Muskoka go for once. 

‘** Say, fellows,” said Sampson, and his jaw 
fell, ‘‘ I am afraid old Telfer won’t think much 
of this plan. He’s such a slow stick, you know. 
It’s too bad if we have to leave him behind.” 

‘*He’s got to go,” exploded Felix. ‘‘ We 
won’t take no for an answer. Great Scott, 
why can’t he let himself loose for once! He's 
got to go.” 

Casey ventured the opinion that if all three 
got at him while they were keen on the sub- 
ject they could overcome his objections, and if 
he once consented to stay with the crowd he 
would be the most valuable man of them all, 
* because of that villainous full beard of his.” 


I heal your eorrows, I give you sleep.” 


Amid the haunts of men I pass ; 

To me they are as ripened grass. 

They fall before me day by day— 

Not one can brave me in my way. 

Yet, curst and fear’d as earth's worst foe, 

I scatter blessing as I go: 
“So hush, be silent, and cease to weep, 
I bear no sorrow, I give you sleep. 
Life ie a toileome, painful breath— 
I bring you healing, I give you death. 
To-day is sighing, tc-day is sorrow. 
Behold, ye rest, ye rest tc-morrow. a 
Hush, ah hush! thou, and cease to weep— 
I heal your sorrow, I give you sleep.” 


My harvest istocome. Ye hear 

My song already in your ear, 

Drawing ever anear, anear! 

From Russian steppe and Persian plain 

I sweep—before, the ripen’d grain ; 

Behind, in heaps the harvest lain. 

Like shudd’ring fields of waiting wheat, 

Ye would but cannot make retreat. 
‘Then hush, ah hush! and cease to weep, 
I bear no sorrow, I give you sleep. 
Life ie a toilsome, pait fal breath— 
Behold, I come with the balm of death. 


course for millions more of years than we, 
their life-destroying capabilities must be mag- 
nificent! But such carnage cannot be the 
King’s desire. He is a creator, not a destroyer. 
The trend is always into betterlife, The peace- 
seed has germinated even on this earth, but it 
advances tardily to maturity. It will be cen- 
turies before our peoples count themselves as 
brothers all, to look back in history and read of 
these barbaric times. 

What are a few centuries of years compared 
to the millions that Mars has pre-lived us ? 
Think how we humans have evoluted in but a 
solitary one thousand years, for example. 

The lines on Mars which have been called 
canals are likely to create discussion yet. 
Some astronomers cannot see them, but they 
do not dispute their presence, This problem is 
receiving careful study from abstrusians the 
globe over, which, combined with painstaking 
observations, must reveal more fully Martial 
features, It is as well to call these lines canals 
until disproved. We dare not assert that these 
lines are not canals. Marsians may have ships 


‘““Of course,” assented the three friends in 
delighted chorus. 

Old Telfer had put his head through the col- 
lar, as Casey would say. 

Arrangements were promptly made. Felix 
was appointed commissioner on horses and 
vehicles ; Telfer, commissioner on dogs ; Casey 
was commissioner on bedding and cooking 
utensils and was to let Felix have his sulky, 
while Sampson was to procure a stock of tin- 
ware and knick-knacks and such eatables and 
drinkables as it would be advisable to carry 
along. They would start on the next Saturday 
morning. 

Not a word was to be spoken about the 
escapade to a living soul. 

(To be Continued.) 
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The Drama. 





HE cast of characters in The 

Midnight Alarm, at Jacobs & 

Sparrow's, has changed very 

little since the same company 

was here last year. The best 

work is done by Frederick 

Julian as Silas Carringford, 

the villain, and by Edith 

Julian as Sparkle. Carringford is one of the 
most adroit of rascals, although of necessity 
beaten in the finish and forced to commit 
suicide. He conveys the idea of what may be 
called snakiness better than it is often por- 
trayed, and in his make-up could sit for the 
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Tom’s Father. 


IS coat did not fit very well, for it 
was country made, and of a cheap 
material at that. Down at the Cor- 
ners it looked very nice indeed, and 


picture of villainy. Edith Julian is undoubt- 
edly clever in her role, and George F. Hall as 
E. Chippington Chaser makes a wonderfully 
That round, 
happy-go-lucky face of his and a disposition 
last man in the 


blase young man of the streets. 


which makes him the 
world to be bothered with stage fright, 


should enable him to cut quite a figure on the 
The others are equal to their 
Sam Charles, who is a new man in the 
part of Gideon Stillwell, the aged New Jersey 
farmer, has a face and form that truly grew up 
The realistic scenes have 


boards yet. 
parts. 


for the character. 
been improved since last year and aroused 
great delight, especially the fire hall scene and 
the running out of the engine when the alarm 


sounded. The play is a money maker and 


draws well wherever it goes. 
* 


On Wednesday next, September 7, Herrmann, 
the magician, will appear at the Academy. He 
can draw a full house when nothing else will, 
and by this we may judge what sort of a turn- 


out will greet him during the first exhibition 
week, when all the theaters will be crowded. 
Visitors to the Fair will see nothing on the 
grounds to equal the wonders performed by 
him at the Academy each evening. 


Manager Sheppard has made arrangements 


with the celebrated Irish comedian, Joseph 
Murphy, to appear at the Grand Opera House 


during the Fair, his engagement commencing 
next Monday evening, September 5. Probably 


no better choice could have been made. Mr, 


Murphy is known from the Atlantic to the 
Pacific and as an exponent of genuine Irish 
comedy has noequal. And no one can enter- 
tain an audience better than he ; added to this, 
he appears in probably the best Irish comedies 
ever written, fuil of comedy, pathos, and Irish 
wit that serves to keep an audience melted to 
He will ap- 
pear in Shaun Rhue, Kerry Gow and the Rose 
His supporting company this 


tears or convulsed with laughter. 


of Killarney. 
year is very strong and each of the plays will 
be beautifully mounted. 


The inimitable Dan McCarthy has written a 


new play called The Rambler from Clare, 
which will be produced at Jacobs & Sparrow’s 
Opera House next week, commencing Monday 
evening, September 5, with matinees Tuesday, 
Thursday and Saturday. This play, written in 
the usual style of its versatile author-actor, 
is entirely new, and will be produced here for 
the first time. It has been played at Rochester, 
N. Y., and is now enjoying a phenomenal run 


















































“Imagine Telfer in a red flannel shirt,” 
laughed Felix. 

“And no collar,” added Sampson. 

“Collar! There'll be a fine of ten dollars on 


brushes his boots. No swell airs, I tell you,” 


Telfer’s office. 

The slow stick, with that villainous full 
beard, was in the real estate business and not 
very busy. He was about forty years of age 
anda bachelor, but somehow he managed to 
keep up an expostulating companionship with 
three roistering fellows much his juniors. In 
all their doings he was a dissident. He 
was slow in one respect, for although he 
was cram full of mature wisdom and 
the possessor of an inexhaustible store 
of good advice, he never managed to speak it 
until the emergency requiring it was well past. 
For instance, on one occasion up on Lake 
Rosseau, when the three young men in frolic 
made off with a boat belonging to a crusty old 





THEY FISHED IN LAKB RCSSEAU. 


chap, Telfer overtook them an hour afterwards 
and read them a severe sermon, saying that 
the crusty old chap vowed he would accept no 
pay for the use of the skiff and had already 
accused them before a magistrate of stealing 
it. Telfer rated his friends soundly and then 
changed vessels with them and while they put 
back and attracted the attention of the con- 
stable he surreptitiously returned the filched 
craft to its place, and the nonplussed and 
angry old fellow got the laugh. In an emer- 
gency he was a brick. 

The trio bounced in upon him, determined to 
carry him by storm, and Sampson opened by 
saying that they were not going to Muskoka, 
but that Felix had a scheme that distanced 
anything ever heard of for spending two weeks’ 


holidays. Casey ordered the author of the plan 
to spread it out. 
“Well, it’s just this, Telfer, and you 






















anyone who puts on even a paper collar or 


said Felix, rising and setting the pace for 


the wearer was quite a respectable 

personage, but as he stood at the 
corner of Thirteenth street and received the 
buffetings of the surging populace he looked ill 
at ease and sadly out of place. His felt hat 
was dusty and his boots lacked Day & Martin’s 
blacking perhaps, but his eyes were clear and 
honest, and his face usually beamed with kind- 
ness. Just now, however, it wore a pathetic 
and wistful look as he stood aud gazed despair- 
ingly at the crowded crossing. The big, brass- 
buttoned policeman by the lamp-post looked so 
stern and awe-inspiring to him that he dreaded 
the ordeal of asking his way to the Veterinary 
College where Tom, his wild and wayward son, 
was taking a course. 

The afternoon was waning, and already the 
lights began to twinkle in the stores and on 
the streets. He made his way carefully across 
the busy thoroughfare and walked slowly along 
the opposite side, looking with a childish inter- 
est at the well lighted windows where toys were 
displayed for sale. The sight of a tiny rock- 
ing horse called to mind the time when Tom 
had one. It was long ago, when he himself 
was a young man, and Tom was but five years 
old, a sturdy, noisy boy. The painted toy was 
broken long ago, and Tom was nowa young 
man who had found the farm work irksome, 
and his distaste to it had led to harsh words on 
both sides, and the refusal of Tom to stay by 
the family fireside. It was very lonely after he 
went away, and sothe toil-worn father went 
forth to seek his boy and ask his forgiveness. 

The streets are filled ;with hurrying peopie 
and noisy, rushing vehicles. The street cars 
sweep past and narrowly escape crushing the 
feeble old man who now leans against a build- 
ing to recover his breath and equilibrium. He 
contrasts it all with the peaceful life he has 
left, and heaves a patient sigh for the cool 
green fields, the whispering boughs and sooth. 
ing murmur of insect life. He could see ir. 
fancy the flower-bordered path to the house, 
the open door and Tom’s mother performing 
her humble labors, while through the open 
window of the house floated the sweet perfume 
of the rose and brier. His pleasant reverie 
was cut short by a stern command to “ move 
on,” and he hurriedly renewed his search for 
the building. His efforts were at last re- 
warded, and he made his way painfully to the 
door. 

**Say Tom, there’s a funny old codger at the 
door trying togetin. He looks a regular hay- 
seed. Let’s get the boysand have some fun 
with him.” 


should be no larger. 
should be in pairs need not surprise, 


a single line’s capacity, do we not ? 


into one. 


tions of the line enigma develop, 


they ain’t all imaginary!” 


remarked, 


d'you see,” 


keep the mob offen the grass!” 
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Major Max’s Snake Story. 





the truth in him seems to congeal.” 


everything, don’t you know.” 










walked the steer!” 


like floating cities, and for these require im- 
mense canals, Our canals would be unseeable 
from Mars with the telescopes we have, but it 
does not follow that their artificial water ways 
That Martial canals 
We 
double track our railroads when traffic exceeds 


That the parallel Martial canals are not al- 
ways distinguishable may result from tem- 
porary atmospheric condition blurring the two 


To descend from the sublime, some rich solu- 
** Sure,” said 
an Irishman the other day, ‘I learned at 
school about all the imaginary lines the earth 
has; maybe thim on Mars is the saime, on’y 
“They might be a 
big two track electric railroad,” a motorman 
‘“*I wouldn’t wonder but they’re 
opposition roads ; an’ when the cars fare racin’ 
they turn the two lines into one blue streak, 
An alderman vouchsafed that he 
thought they were aqueducts conveying water 
to some mighty Martial city ; and a man from 
the parks and gardens committee was con- 
vinced that they were “jike as not fences to 


“IT don’t see why it is,” said Major Max, lay- 
ing his morning paper down and passing his 
coffee cup to Mrs. Max, “‘ why it is that when a 
man begins talking or writing about snakes all 


“It may be,” Mrs. Max suggested, as she 
passed back the filled cup, ‘‘ that the horror of 
the subject freezes his blood; or something 
like that, you know, freezes his blood, and 


**Possibly, and very clever, too, my dear, 
Now, I remember when I went to South Amer- 
ica to visit Bob—Bob Billings of my class, you 
know, went into cattle raising there—that a 
really extraordinary thing occurred there. We 
were out one day, Bob and I, where the vaque- 
ros were branding, when along came a boa—I 
think it was a boa, or something like that—in 
evident pain and distress. Well, my dear, would 
you believe it? It was to be seen ata glance 
that that monster snake had swallowed a steer 
and the horns were hurting it. What did that 
dare-devil of a Bob do but rush up to that boa 
—if it was a boa—and cut it open, when out 


Brantford. 


Tc-day ye sigh and tc-day ye sorrow, 
But ye eleep, ye sleep in peace tc-morrow. 
Hush, then husb, and cease to weep— 
I heal your sorrow, I give you sleep.” 
Jas. A. TUcksr. 


Golden Rod. 





Por Saturday Night. 


Sweet seventeen tripped o’er the sod— 
My dark-eyed queen—Marie ; 

She plucked a bunch of golden-rod, 
A buttonhole for me ; 

Still to my heart securely pressed, 

Lies hid the spray her hana caressed. 


Fair emblem of my native land, | 
The rose still blooms serene, ! 
But my allegiance heart and hand 
Is for a younger queen. 
And thou bright flower, golder -hued, 
Shall be my badge of servitude. 


Then will I seek where lilies nod, / 
The flower I love the best, : 
A yellow sprig of golden-rod i 
To wear upon my breast ; : 
Through life, Queen Marie, if you will 
I'll wear thy golden liv’ry still. 0. A. S&S. : 


A Lullaby. 








For Saturday Night. 


Thy father’s abroad on the stormy deep ! 
Dost thou hear the billows roar ? 

Hear’et thou the waves as they onward creep 
And weep on the breast of the shore? 

Ah ! sad is the moan of the mountain pines 
And sad is the voice of the sea, 

But sadder far is the widow’s cry, 
And that is the ory for me. 


For last night as I rock’d thee, my sleeping babe, 
Clasped warm to my throbbing breast, 
In fancy I eaw by the pale moon's light 
Thy father asleep and at reet. 
His pillow was the seething surf, 
The sea weed a swathing shroud, 
And far o’er the raging sea I heard 
His death-knell long and loud. 
But sleep ye, my babe, and slumber, 
This broken heart above, 
For stronger far than the oaken spar 
Is thy widowed mother’s love. 
H. Cameron _Wiis0n. 


The Flower. 





Por Saturday Night. 


In the shadow of a noble tree 
A little flower grew, ' 

You might pase and look and never eee 
This sweet pure violet blue. 


It lived ‘neath the light of God’s blue sky 
And drank the cooling dew, 

It bowed to the breezes passing by 
And the birds that ‘round it flew. 
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needn't raise objections and kick, for you 
are going and that settles it,” commenced 
Felix, picking up a ruler to make his 
gesticulations more dramatic. ‘‘ Everybody 
camps or goes to the summer hotels, and four 
fellows such as we are ought to originate some- 
thing better. My idea is for us to turn gypsies 
and travel down the road from Toronto to 
Kingston, trading horses, exchanging tinware 
for eggs and hens, making a deal of some kind 
with every man we meet, and camping every 
night in some nice piece of bush,” 

** We can build fires and cook with pots and 
frying pans,” added Casey. 

“And sleepin our wagon, like Mrs, Jarley, 
proprietress of the immortal wax works.” 
This from Sampson, who knew that Telfer 
worshiped Dickens. ‘It will remind me of 
the Pickwick Club’s outings.” 

“We can easily make the arrangements,” 
resumed Felix. ‘I havea long, light wagon, 


at Jacobs’ Court street theater, Buffalo, and its 
production here will be its third trial, Crowded 
houses have witnessed its performance when 
played, and it is confidently predicted that Dan 
McCarthy’s engagement here will be upon a 
par with his other very successful ones at this 
popular resort. The Rambler from Clare is 
one of those picturesque, romantic dramas of 
Irish pastoral life which are often seen upon 
the stage, but with the addition of having real 
Irish life depicted by a comedian whose life 
study in such characters has made him profi- 
cient and placed him at the top of the theatric- 
al profession in hisown line. The stage and 
mechanical effects are by Mr. Henry E. Walton, 
which is a sufficient guarantee of their exce]- 
lence. We predict a warm reception for popular 
Dan. 


Miss Jessie Alexander, the pepular reader, 
who arrived in the city two weeks ago after 




















The noisy students rushed through the pass 
age and turned off the gas at the entrance, and 
then suddenly opened the door. Theaged man, 
dazed and bewildered, stepped forward, and 
was deluged with a shower of blows from hats, 
caps, gloves and other articles. Frightened by 
the sudden onslaught, the old man gave a cry 
and fell to the floor, The thoroughly scared 
students crowded around, and one of them 
turned on the gas. They stooped over the 
prostrate figure and pulled off the old dusty 
felt hat that had fallen over the face. It was 
Tom’s father. But the rough voice was silent, 
the kindly eyes that would have looked for for- 
giveness into Tom’s were closed, and the toil- 
worn hands were extended on the floor towards 
Tom asif they would grasp his and lead him 
back to the peaceful home at Hogg’s Corners. 

B. Key. 


‘ Major!” exclaimed Mrs, Max, 
co.Tee getting cold?” 

‘* But wait till you hear the rest of the story. 
Bob took a lasso and sort of stitched that snake 
up and it crawled off with a real smile of satis- 
faction. Imagine our astonishment when 
every day after that, that grateful boa would 
come crawling into camp with a stray calf it 
had swallowed, for the sake of rescuing it for 
Bob, and we’d just unlace that lasso and corral 
the calf.” 

** Most extraordinary,” said Mrs, Max. 

“That's what I say,” argued the major. “I 
-don’t see why people go into romance so about 
snakes when tke truth is strange enough.” 

‘But is it really true, major?” 

“True, my dear! Tobe sure, you have never 
seen Bob, but you’ve seen his portrait in that 
class picture in my study.” 

‘** That's really so,” assented Mrs. Max, in the 

















“ ® 
Isn't your But a fair young girl came near one day 


And epied the fiower small— 
She stooped and plucked it and went her way 
Aad the flower died—that’s all. 


Briggs at the Country Hotel. 


0. Algernon Briggs, who has been on the road, 
Since last May, ie fully aware 
That social distinction’s all stacked in one load, 
For his frail young shoulders to bear. 
Thie worries him some, you can see by his brow, 
Where breaking’s begun before fall, | 





Frep Fuir. 





By that grim old spectre that handles the plow, 
And furrows the forehead of all. 

C. Algernon’s line is imported cigare, 
As one would Infer from the swell 


—When Briggs strikes the country hotel. 


The porter is ‘ Cholly ;” he calle the clerk ‘‘ Joe,” 
Saye: ‘‘ How are they comin’ now, Jim?” 
While rolling his name on the register 80 
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her lengthy visit to Europe, is to inaugurate 
her Canadian season with a flying visit to the 
Pacific Coast, giving recitals in all the principal 





and will have a covering of big hoops and can- 
vas put over it and hooks underneath for car- 


Martial Musings. 


FTER it has been settled that 


tone of absolute conviction.—N. Y. Sun, 





That even the boarders know him. 


And the boisterous fuss he makes in the bus 
** You'll give me the bridal room, eh? Joey, dear, 


i ; I will 
cities en route. She leaves Toronto to-day and rying pits ‘Then 5 wel guacentes Cor ge 6 If Mademoiselle Helene Vacaresco had not And Oholly, you take up my case— 
A team of horses for five dollars apiece, and Mars is inhabited, there arise 
returns to open her eastern season with her among us we can scare up all the king conjectures as to the sort of had the mischance to win the love of a fickle, | 4nd say, Cholly, bring me s bottle of beer 
faint-hearted princeling who broke his solemn | _ Fto™ Old Billy Whittington’s place.” 


annual recital in October, when her friends 
here who are eagerly looking forward to hear- 
ing the recent additions to her repertoire will 
no doubt give her a good welcome, 
casctevtiiidiiiicalaiiiemmmcieiiailiseain 
The mother of the Shah of Persia died in Te- 
heran a short time ago. She was the widow of 
the Shah Mohammed, whom she survived more 
than forty-seven years. The princess occupied 
a palace of her own in the Persian capital, 
where she was accustomec to receive her son, 
The monarch never failed at these visits to 


utensils and bedding we'll need.” 

‘Oh, come off!” cried Casey, who owns a 
couple of livery stables. ‘‘ Horseflesh has gone 
up. You can’t buy a good horse this summer 
for less than six dollars.” 

Felix was willing to try, and went on to say 
that in being gypsies they did not need to 
dress like tramps nor to bein any way inde- 
cent, but to simply enjoy the delicate charm of 
living a false life fora time, and of being no- 
mads, looking for humorous adventures, He 
added that they could carry money with them 


people the Marsians must be. 
Theorists agree that, as the Mar- 


tial orb broke from the mother 


nebula, of which our sun is the 
diminishing nucleus, so many million years 
before the earth, evolution up there has pro- 
gressed well nigh beyond terrestrian concep- 
tion. Parallels cannot be drawn upon the 
same plane, unless retrograde as well as for- 
ward movement goes on in Mars, thus main- 
taining an identical standard of formation in 
each planet, which is impossible, 


pledwe to make her his wife, all the courts of 
Europe would to day be singing the praises of 


the most brilliant woman in the rather stupid 


circle of continental nobility. But since it has 


come to pass that Ferdinand, heir presump- 
tive to the throne of Roumania, proved faith- 
lees to his plighted troth, every titled gossip in 


Europe, every scandalmonger and chronicler of 


royal tid-bits has occupied himself with the 
publication of reminiscences and recitals sup- 
posed to smirch the character and impugn the 
temper of the young woman. 


At supper it’s ‘‘ Sadie, go bring me a steak,” 
Or “‘ get me an egg, won't you, Nell?” 

Or ‘a lemon, please, Blanche,” for he’s running the ranch 
—Is Briggs at the country hotel. 


At dinner the gueste read the bill of fare through 
Save Briggs, who saye softly to Dot: 

“ Just bring me my dinner, now Dottie, won't you?” 
And Briggs gete the best of the lot. 

He’s free with his money and runs a great bluff : 
“ Oh, well, I'll charge this to the house,” 

But when he’s in town he’s quiet enough, 
And funds it back meek as a mouse. 

For there the gay Algernon sleeps in a fiat, 


bring his mother either a basket of fruit or a| 4, be used in case of necessity, but he would| The best we know on earth may be a weak And feeds at a chophouse ae well. 
basket of flowers from his private gardens. | ,yocest that no one be allowed to expend a| model for comparison. May not the reflection| A hundred years ago was born the American Though he isn’t deuce high when at home, he can fly 
The dead woman was said to be very clever, | dime unless, on a vote, three of the four were| cause us much amazement that, after close | actor and dramatist Howard Payne. Tens of | When he stops at the country hotel. 
and was often consulted by the Shah in affairs | in tavor of the cash outlay. on twenty centuries of so-called humanizing | thousands have bad their tenderest sympathies | 1; 1 were an artist and wanted the face 
of state. Casey enthusiastically broke in with the re- | teaching and alleged hourly advancing civiliza- | awakened by the song of Home, Sweet Home, | Of Cassar returning to Rome, 
mark that he had an ancient sulky somewhere | tion, the great ingenuity of man is still bent | without knowing that its author’s name was | Or of Alexander in search of a place 


Mrs. “ Buffalo Bill” isan amiable, domestic 
woman, very popular in the neighborhood of 
North Platte, where she lives. Her home, 
Scout’s Rest, is a long, low building, four miles 
from the town, large and roomy, quite like a 


around his premises, and he would hunt up a 
third old boneyard of a horse, and they would 
have a light rig for reconnoitering purposes. 

It was seen that old Telfer’s eyes were chang. 
ing their expression, and the contemptuous 


toward inventing, perfecting, and adding to 
the terror-strewing power of deadly engines 
and weapons to destroy our God-sent life? All 
sorts of controversies and hypotheses fade into 
pin points beside this fearful fact. Astrono- 


Howard Payne, and that it was first sungin a 
once popular melodrama entitled Clari, or the 
Maid of Milan. Payne was a native of New 
York, born in 1792, Early turning his attention 
to the stage, he soon became a popular actor 


Unconquered on all the earth’s dome; 
Or were I & soulptor and anxious to mould 

Proud Cato, with haughty lip curled, 
Or hew out « figure of Atlas of old, 

Who reeled ‘neath the weight of a world— 
I'd not copy from the conventional form 


= - it ts ux can eee smile was ever so slowly vanishing from his| mical discussions and researches, polemical | and writer of dramatic pieces, both in England | That all antiquariane sell ; 
fine Sashes lands, where are kept many thou. face. debates and religious lectures which have | and in his native country. He died while Con- | For the whole classiclot I'd take « enap shot 
sands of fine blooded horses and cattle, “The whole thing won’t cost us half as much | shaken the world in metaphor, are dwarfed | sul at Tunis, At Briggs in the country hotel. 
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Between You and Me. 


WAS to-day reading a quaint little 
yarn about a deacon who enquired of 
his minister where heaven was, and 
the minister told him to carry a store 
of necessaries to a starving family, to 
tell! them he came as the Lord’s mes- 
senger, and then to open his Bible, 
read a psalm, and pray, and he’d find 
where heaven was. The deacon tried it and it 
worked like a charm, £o he told the minister. 
I don’t quite take it in myself. Did he make 
the family wait, hungry and eager, while he 
read and prayed, or did their famished 
onslaught on the viands aid him in locating 
heaven? ‘It had a very puzzling twist to me, 
that little story! It breathed of earthly wants 
and earthly satisfaction, and the idea occurred 
to me to cavil at the remark of the deacon as 
to his mission, and to object to his hanging 
about to read a psalm and pray when he should 
rather have gone home. And if I had been the 
hungry family I'd rather have had him do so! 
* 


All the same, isn’t it nice and pleasant to 
help people? I never feel myself so well worth 
@ small sum as when I have successfully 
engineered a small child into a home, or a 
widow into a situation, or a sick man into the 
hospital, where he'll get care and comfort in- 
stead of flies and boarding house tea and bread 
and butter. They just slide off my mind, 
leaving a delightful sense of buoyancy and 
success and good-for-somethingness which is 
very pleasant and encouraging, though not in 
the least heavenly! The worst of it is, that 
people are apt to find out willing souls and use 
them accordingly. A scavenger man, whom I 
much respect, once threatened to leave his neg- 
lected infant on my door step if I didn’t find 
someone who would care for it. I had to as- 
sure him that I'd put it in the scavenger barrel 
for him to cart away, before he gave up his 
idea. A homeless girl planted her gripsack in 
my front hall, and declared she would stay 
with it untilI told her where she could find 
other shelter, and I had to give up a lovely 
cruise on the lakes because I could not leave 
home and her together. Needless to confess 
that I got care for the baby and a home for the 
gir), and felt that I richly deserved to have to 
do it again for my pains ! 

* 


Weak-minded folk have always an excuse for 
acting sc. There isanold negro with frozen 
fingers who goes begging from door to door, in 
spite of bobbies and by-laws and Beak. And 
one must always give him a trifle, because he 
is black; and black folk remind one of child- 
hood days and indulgent ‘‘mammies” and wood- 
sawing “uncles,” who told fortunes with cards 
and were awesomely accredited with too much 
knowledge of the future and sorcery. And 
there is a certain draggle-tailed woman who is 
always reforming and asking for work when 
she isn'traising a disturbance in some back alley 
or reposing oblivious on the wooden couches 
of tke police station, or riding bareheaded and 
voluble round the city in the patrol wagon. 
One must give her acup of tea, and a slice of 
bread and jam, it only to hear her murmured 
** Thank God for a good meal,” which she never 
omits, and which makes one forget her sad 
lapses from decorum and decency. Did you 
ever notice what class of people generally con- 
tribute to the income of that frightful old 
woman who grinds unearthly discords from the 
wizened little organ on the street corner down 
town? Or that decent creature with his nether 
limbs, what's left of them, pinned up so trimly 
into his trowser legs? Well, I have; and they 
are all, or nearly all, poor-looking folk, tired 
women with baskets, overwrought girls flitting 
breathlessly to their lunch or their tea, half- 
fed workingmen, with overalls and tools ina 
carpenter's basket—those are the hearts that 
are touched by the squawks of the hurdy- 
gurdy, and the silent appeal of the crippled 
limbs! I never give a sou to the old Italian 
woman, for I protest with all my might against 
her, not so much on account of the noise she 
evokes from the small organ, as because she is 
too old, and too worn and too abject to be 
allowed out in the drenching rain and scorch- 
ing sun, day after day. She ought to be 
** taken in and done for,” as they say, poor, old 
withered creature, by some shame-stricken 
Christian. . 


I got into a hot discussion the other day 
about men and their right. The discussion 
was going on when I came, and after hearing 
so much about Women’s Rights, it did seem 
funny to hear the expression, Men’s Rights. 
“What do you think?” said the cleverest 
woman I know, as she tempestuously fanned 
herself, ‘ Don’t you just think it’s just dread- 
ful to have women wearing suspenders and 
riding bi—? Oh, I beg your pardon, but really 
women are just taking the lead so much that 
I’m getting sick of it.” ‘‘ Yes, my husband 
says it’s about time the men stayed at home 
and kept house, and looked after the children.” 
* Just so,” agreed the first speaker. ‘“ Now, 
Lady Gay, what do you think?” ‘I haven't 
thought about it,” I confessed ; ‘‘and what’s 
more, I don’t mean to, Any man that wants 
to stay home and keep house is welcome to, as 
far as lamconcerned. I don’t believe he could, 
and I am certain he could not bring up children 
and keep his senses, but if anyone likes to try, 
he has my best prayers.” And we all laughed, 
and so ended the Men's Rights discussion. 
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But, really, wouldn’t it be peculiar if such 
should be the case, and instead of dudes, we 
should have useful hen-men, ordering dinner, 
counting washing, dusting bric-abrac and 
weaning the baby? And we should hear such 
hurried speeches as this: ‘‘ Awfully sorry, old 
boy; can’t go to the grounds today. Got to 
put up my peaches—fruit’s so scarce; just 
snapped up a few on the wharf. Will you 
come round to-night?” ‘ Thanks, awfully, but 
it’s the girl’s eveningout. I can’t leave home!” 
and then they would step off the street car 
backwards! Well, if it has got to be, of course 
we shall get used to it, and you and I, dear 
ladies, will grow bald and stout, and have as 
many pockets as ever we want to! 


Women are more generous and tolerant than 
men. All this todo about the suspenders 
shows it. Just look back two or three years 
when men began to wear sashes, Did the 
women jeer and scoff and rave about it? Didn’t 
they squander their substance on the softest, 
























richest silk and pucker it into the most care- 
lessly careful folds, and break numberless 
needles sewing on the horrid, clumsy buckles 
that were to secure the swaddling band round 
the particular man who was ami decore? Yea, 
verily! But did ever the best and noblest of 
men soar 80 far above selfish prejudice as to in- 
vest one five-cent piece towards the proper 
suspension of his best girl or his most cherished 
sister? Notso! And you will see, when the 
washer lady and the scrub lady and the beauty 
doctor, and the chaperone are all clothed in 
bifurcated garments and wear mustaches, 
there won’t be a howl from the ousted females 
whose occupation is gone. They will go to 
their offices and their trench digging, and they 
will climb the telegraph poles and hang across 
the wires, and run the electric cars, and play 
baseball, just as contentedly and amiably as 


Posies and Poesy. 


‘ The meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughte that do often lie too deep for tears.” 
—WorDsworrn. 

HEN looking upon 
even the smallest 
specimen of plant 
or flower, and mar- 
veling at the grace of its 
growth and being, the outer 
evidence of life within, with 
what deep thankfulness we 
own that this companion- 
ship with the beautiful and 
inspiring is possible alike {o 
rich and poor. Money and paiaces, pictures 
and statues, horses, carriages and servants are 
for men successful in business or speculation, 
or for the sons of the rich, but the enjoyment 






























possible. And then the world will very soon 
come to an end. Why? Well, why do you of God’s fair creation, the green grass which 
think ? Lapy Gay, | coversthe moor and “grows upon the moun- 


tains,” the fragrance of the flower and the 
stately growth of the dark forest, is part of 
the heritage of the sons of toil and the children 
of poverty and no power can wrest it from 





Individualities. 
































Dr. A. Conan Doyle, the clever writer, has 
had to take a complete rest in consequence of 
overwork, 


Mrs. Farrar, of England, recently ascended 
the Matter-horn during a terrible snow-storm, 
She accomplished the ascent in seventeen 
hours. 

Liliuokalani, Queen of the Sandwich Islands, 
is so ardent a temperance advocate that she 
will have no wines or spirituous liquors at her 
dinners or receptions. 

Not content with achieving success in litera- 
ture, Mr. J. M. Barrie is said to have political 
ambitions, and to desire to represent his native 
place in Scotland in Parliament. 


Labouchere in Truth says: ‘* The brilliant 
success of Toronto University has been due in 
a& great measure to Sir Daniel Wilson’s admir- 
able administration and untiring energy.” 

Big Cloud, son of the famous Indian chief 
Red Cloud, has gone horme to Dakota to die. 
During his stay at Hampden School he became 
a hopeless consumptive, and was immediately 
packed off to his reservation. 


Queen Elizabeth, Joan of Arc, Florence 
Nightingale, and Charlotte Corday have re- 
cently been instanced to support the assertion 
that the women who have been greatest in his- 
tory have, as a rule, been unmarried. 


The five chains of pearls forming the necklace 
worn on state occasions by the Baroness Gus- 
tave de Rothschild are valued at a million dol- 
lars. The most valuable collection of black 
pearls in the world is owned by the Empress of 
Austria. 


Mrs. Humphrey Ward bas been invited to 
lend the original manuscript of Robert Elsmere 
for exhibition in the Woman’s Building at 
Chicago, and an effort is being made to secure 
from the heirs of Helen Hunt Jackson the 
manuscript of Romana. 


Sanabu, a fourteen-year-old black girl, is now 
the lion of Paris, whither she was brought by 
Lieutenant Mizon, who returned there a short 
time ago after two years’ wanderings in the 
Congo district. She is a daughter of a chief in 
the region of the lower Niger. 


Miss Constance Fenimore Woolson is now 
living quietly in Oxford, where she has made 
many delightful friends. Few people who read 
her charming stories and sketches and note her 
keen appreciation of clever word-play wvuld 
suspect that she is very deaf. 

Theex-Empress Eugenie is working indefatig- 
ably on her memoirs, which will no doubt 
prove highly interesting to the next generation, 
as they are not to be published until many 
years after her death, and no person has been 
permitted to see a line of her manu: cript. 


Lord Tennyson celebrated his eighty-third 
birthday at Aldworth House, Blackdown, near 
Haslemere, only a few days ago, where he re- 
ceived a large number of congratulations, His 
lordship is in excellent health, and seems to 
rival, in this respect, the Prime Minister, 
Gladstone. Long may Oxford and Cambridge 
continue to boast of those champion veterans 


Contrary to expectation, Edward Parker 
Deacon was not acquitted upon his trial for 
slaying the man he surprised with his wife. 
Contrary to expectation, he was not pardoned 
by President Carnot upon the occasion of the 
French national holiday of July 14. Contrary 
to expectation, the public authorities have in- 
terposed obstacles in the way of his securing 
the divorce, and to which itis believed he is 
entitled. 

As Queen Victoria was out driving the other 
day she met a circus company proceeding 
along the road from Balmoral to Ballater, and 
straightway ordered them to give a perform- 
ance at the castie. The entire royal family 
attended the performance, as well as the ser- 
vants and tenantry, and the Queen enjoyed 
everything, from the trapeze performers to the 
trained donkeys, and liberally rewarded the 
showman. 

At the recent tmnien wedding of Mrs, 
Brooke, sister of Mrs. Cornwallis West, and 
Capt. Guy Wyndham of the 16th Lancers, the 
beautiful bride wore a handsome dress of pale 
green brccade and a little bonnet of the same 
tint, and Mrs. West and Lady Cavendish Ben- 
tinck were also gowned in pale green with 
black lace ornaments. Though the color is 
unusual for a bridal party to atest, it has the 
sanction of fashion. 

Mrs. Alice Shaw, the professional whistler 
had a pleasant experience when she visit 
Roberts College, at Constantinople. As she 
walked out in the quiet of an early summer 
morning, she whistled her wonderful bird call, 
and at once nightingales flew out from the 
grove on all sides to listen to the accomplish- 
ments of the new-comer. Mrs, Shaw studied 
her art for six years. She asserts that whistlers 
are born, not made. 

The divorced wife of King Milan of Servia 
has just written an allegory in which her own 
sorrows are depicted, Under the pseudonym 
of Tatijana, ex Queen Natalie has published 
The Poem of the Crowned Child. It is in the 
strain of an Oriental epic poem, and gives the 
history of a boy prince torn from his mother’s 


bosom and kept from her by ‘Satanic crea- 
tures,” ** hyenas,” and “ demons,” same on 


nations ev ently peee Mone’ to apply 
; ae regents. The boy's father is ane aon 
tioned, 






































them, 


races. 


worship of a tree, and from that stage in vari- 
ous guises worked onward and upward from 
the creature to the Creator. 

** Trees,” says Pliny, ‘‘ were the first temples, 


Even to this day the simple rustic adhering 


to ancient custom dedicates his noblest tree to 
God. And the statues of gold and ivory are not 
more honored than the sacred silence which 
reigns about the grove.” Tacitus tells of Ger- 
mans worshiping in forest fastnesses. Aris- 
tophanes in revolt against the image worship 
and superstition of his day, calls, half seriously, 
upon the Athenians to leave their closed shrines 
and to sacrifice in the open air, and in place of 
the temple with its golden doors to dedicate 
the olive tree anew. 

Going back to the first fountains of history, 
we fail to find the source and spring of flower 
symbolism, The oldest religion extant crowns 
and sceptres its divinities with the lotus. The 
marigold has been an emblematic offering to 
the gods of Hindostan from time immemorial. 
Who can tell when the chrysanthemum of 
China, the water-lily of Assyria, and tie 
heliotrope of Egypt were 
first wedded to the lives 
of the people? In later days 
we learn that Greece and 
Rome divided their gardens 
among their deities, giving a 
flower or a leaf to each. In 
point of antiquity these can- 
not rival the blossoms of the 
sweet basil, the moon-flower 
and the nelumbo of Asiatic 
reverence, nor do they even 
reach back to the pomegran- 
ates of Persia and Juda, but 
are perhaps of greater interest 
because coming nearer to our 
own times and suggesting the 
source of many of our flower 
fancies. We find Juno claim- 
ing the lily and the iris, 
Venus and Aphrodite the 
myrtle and the rose, Minerva 
and Athene the olive and the 
violet; Ceres, thecorn-goddess, 
wore the poppy; Diana the 
deer-healing ditany; Perse- 
phone carried the narcissus 
which Pluto employed in lur- 
ing her away to be queen 
of the nether world, and which, we are told, 
was a wonder to be seen, for on it grew a hun- 
dred blossoms, ‘‘sending forth fragrance over 
the laughing earth and the salt waves of the 
sea.” The trees we find distributed among the 
gods. Mars was given to ash, of which men 
made their spears, and Bacchus the jolly vine; 
Pan, the musical pine tree, and Hercules the 
poplar; Neptune was given the alder, grow- 
ing by the waters, and Pluto the gloomy cy- 
press ; Mercury, the palm; Apollo, the laurel ; 
Saturn, the juniper, of melancholy shade; 
while Jupiter, chief among Roman gods, kept 
for himself the oak, king among trees. Then 
we read of one particular oak, peculiarly sacred 
to Zeus, greatest among Greek gods, larger 
than all the other trees of the forest, and re- 
maining green all the year round. Even a 
fragment of this tree could prophesy, for it 
was a piece of this which Athene placed in the 
prow of Jason’s ship, Argo, and that figure- 
head was as a pilot to the Argonauts through- 
out their expedition in search of the Golden 
Fleece. 

Coming down the stream 
of time we find the banks 
bestrewn with blossoms 
and the nations associat- 
ing all that they adore 
with the names and sym- 
bols of plants. No religion 
pictures a paradise with- 
out flowers and trees, and 
there is no mythology but 
abounds in floral emblems. 
The divinities whose 
names survive in the days 
of our week had each his 
flower. The sun, the sun- 
tlower, and the moon, the 
daisy ; Tuesday, the March 
violet, and Wednesday, the blue monk's 
hood; Thursday, the burdock; Friday, the 
field orchis, and Saturday, the horse-tail. 
In our Saints’ Calendar there is a curious 
list. The reason for the selection of some 
is sufficiently plain, as the St. Andrew’s 
cross, the St. John’s wort, and the herb Chris- 
topher, but others, no doubt, have been appor- 
tioned to certain days because happening to 
bloom about that time. Thus on the Feast of 
the Purification, the 2nd of February, we have 
the snow-drop. Then there is the midsummer 
daisy, coming on the llth of June, St. Barnabas 
day, and the red campion of St. Philip’s, May 
day. Of the rest, many have special signifi- 
cance which may be traced back to monkish, 
classic and even to primitive tradition and 
imagination. Who among us but is familiar 
with the Christmas holly, the sun-flower of the 
summer solstice and the amaranth, the flower 
of All Saints? Few flowers, indeed, exceed “the 





That man has not been slow to avail him- 
self of this great beneficence, we find ample 
evidence in the records and traditions of all 
Tracing briefly the outlines of primitive 
belief, we read that religion began with the 








He—I have decided to ask your father’s consent by letter, Pauline. 


letter would you advise me to make it ? 


Now what sort of a 


She—I think, Horace, that I would make it an sian juga. ie ee ae es |S letter. 


immortal amaranth ” in dignity or antiquity of sollte eianaass~ em dipaiig ec baplan sk CARMA elit Witla aie dbus ccs eae great soul, is aught more faithful and true than 


significance. Homer wreathes with its blos- 
soms the heroes wee ping around the body of 
Achilles, and in the islands of the blessed the 
spirits of the great dead walk with the gods in 
fields of amaranth and sit at their feasts 
crowned with it. Milton tells us that before 
the Throne of the Lamb the heavenly hosts 
cast down their crowns “inwove with ama- 
ranth and gold:” 

‘Immortal amaranth, a flower which once 

In Paradise, fast by the tree of life, 

Began to bloom ; but soon for man’s ¢ ffence 

To Heaven removed, where first it grew.” 
What reader of history but is familiar with that 
scene enacted more than fourcenturiesago when 
Somerset and Warwick, 
disputing in the Temple 
Gardens, plucked a 
white 1ose and a red, 
the personal brawl * 
growing into the bitter- 
ness of civil war? And 
what could better 
typify the beauty of 
peace restored than the 
smiling gardens of Eng- 
land, each, we may be 
sure, 





** With a red rose and a white rose 
Leaning, nodding, on the wall?” 

In heraldry we find the significance of 
flowers forms almost a history in itself. Per- 
haps the most widely known is the Iris or 
Fleur-de-lys which, we are told in legend, was 
brought down by an angel from the skies and 
given to King Clovis, its form representing 
either a spear or a sword handle, but in either 
case typifying to monarchs of France that their 
reigns should be always disturbed with wars 
and that they themselves should always be 
punished by the sword. But whatever its 
origin, it adorned the sceptres and diadems, the 
robes and shields of many kings of France, 
passed thence to English royalty and nobility, 
and is now held in republican horror by the 
very people whom it so often led to victory. 
Referring again to the rose, we find the simple 
five-petaled ancestor of the family was known 
in some old escutcheons, but, since the War of 
the Roses, blooms full leaved on Britith Arms. 
Then there is that flower of Scotland, the 
thistle, emblematic of unconquerable hardi- 
hood, but which, however, had an ‘‘order” in 
France long before this ‘‘mott noble and most 
ancient” decoration was created. 

Standing upon the threshold of literature, we 
gaze in smiling wonder at the very carnival of 
beauty within. Writers of every nationality 
find the rarest gems of thought and poesy none 
too good to lay upon the shrine of flower divini- 
ties. Time and space forbid that we should do 
more than seize the few nearest to hand, or 
that come first at the call of memory. 

** As effortless as woodland nooks 
Send violets up and plant them blue ” 

Our own Shakespeare heralds for all time the 

springtide loveliness of 


__ ee EEE 


"“D ffodils 
That come before the swallow darer, and take 
The wind of March’ with beauty.” 

Tennyson comes nearest to striking the key- 
note of all wisdom, the knowledge of ‘‘ what 
God and man is,” while bending reverent gaze 
upon the “ flower in the crannied walls.” 

Burns, the bard of humanity, never touched 
a chord with tenderer grace than when mourn- 
ing the fate of the daisy, 

“Wee, modest, crimson tipped flower.” 

Holland tells us that the faith that lives in 
reason is never stronger 
than when it stands on 
flowers : “If Ged so 
clothe the grass which 
to-day is, and to-morrow 
is cast into the oven,” 
then what? 


Dante writes that the 
happy resting-place in Pur- 
gatory has no other delight 
than its grass and flowers ; 
that the righteous spirits 
of the heathen in Hades 
are vcuitaitiontesd by having even the image of green 
grass put beneath their feet, and that the ter- 
restrial paradise begins where the grass is 
first seen to bend, in humility, to the waters 
of Lethe bringing *‘ forgetfulness of evil.” 

Of all the splendid uttirances of Ruskio’s 








the wherewith he bids us adorn our lives with 
the grand simplicity of a Crown of Wild Olive, 
or to look with him upon the true glory of the 
grass, asin the Bible it typifies, under various 
forms, the two essentials of Christian character 
— humility and love?” 

Among inspired writers there is never poet, 
priest nor prophet but finds that “‘God is a seen 
God” in this growing life about us. From 
cover to cover the Old Testament abounds in 
these symbols of beauty, love and power. 
Where unanimity exists distinction grows 
difficult, but where shall we better find the 
very fulness of raptured description than in 
that matchless lyric portraying the love of 
Christ and the Church: ‘‘ The countenance of 
my beloved is as Lebanon, excellent as the 
cedars,” “ The beams of our house are of cedar 
and the rafters are of fir,” ‘‘I am the rose of 
Sharon and the lily of the valley,” “ Thou that 
dwellest in the gardens and feedeth among the 
lilies.” 

In the New Testament, when we find the 
Messiah indeed has come, that this “‘ chiefest 
among ten thousand” and ‘“‘altogether lovely ” 
stands among men, how easily we recall 
that he taught the kingdom of Heaven as 


&@ sower “sowing seed,” and his own 
death and resurrection by a _ grain of 
wheat which must needs fall into the 


ground and die e’er it can bring forth much 
fruit; that he established unity with his 
disciples in the assurance, “I am the vire, ye 
are the branches,” and banished the cares of 
his Father's children who are anxious about 
covering their bodies, by pointing to the cloth- 
ing of the lilies—more gloriously arrayed than 
Solomon. 

Did he not write wisely who said, ‘‘The 
Omnipotent has sown His name on the heavens 
in glittering stars, but upon earth He planteth 
His name by tender flowers ?” 

Nors.—This is a paper written by Miss Margaret M. Kil- 
patrick of New Orleans, and read at the June graduation 
exercises of Warriner’s College of Commerce, Toronto, at 
which institution the writer isa pupil. This essay secured 
first prize, the judges expressing the opicion that it would 
have been given high rank on a more antiious platform. — 
EpItor. 





The Danger of Delay. 


‘*George!” she screamed. 

**My neck!” 

‘* What's the matter?” 

** There’s a pillacatter——” 

** A what?” 

‘*A tappekiller —’ 

** What in the ae do you mean?” 


**Oh, dear,” she moaned, as she clutched him 
frantically. “- kitterpaller ! You know, 
George! A patterkiller!” 


“Oh!” said George, with evident relief, and 
he proceeded to brush the future butterfly away. 








His Idea. 

She— Well, if I can’t live on my income, and 
you can’t live on yours, where would be the 
advantage in our marrying? 

He (thoughtfully)—Well, by putting our in- 
comes together one of us would te able to live, 
at any rate. 








Of Different Tastes. 
Jokem (gloomily)—I can’t see why I never 
can write anything that will suit you ! 
Editor (cheerfully )—Very likely it’s because I 
never can make a decision that pleases you. 





& Good Excuse. 


Head of Firm— Have you any excuse for miss- 
ing the train this morning, sir? 

Penwiper (a suburbanite)— Yes, sir. 
in with my wife. 


I came 





And There Was Gloom at the Feast. 
Mr. Knickerbocker (who is giving a dinner 
party to Lord Howllong)—And what do you 
think of our city? 
Lord Howllong—Well, don’t yer know, I 
should call Chicego the London of Amer 
and New York its Liverpool. 





A Queer Dick. 

Mrs. Slimdiet.—I don’t know how I'm ever to 
get along with the new boarder. It just worries 
me sick trying to find — DB he will like, 

Friend— Queer tastes, has he 

Mrs. Slimdiet—I should say so. He doesn't 
like ham or liver or tripe or any 


No Place ped Her. 
Deck hand—You’re on the wrong side of the 
ferry boat ; this is the ‘‘ Men’s Cabin.” 
Mrs. Maloney—An’ ia the “ Wimmin’s” 
we oo Where do the ladies be alter 
goin’ 
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In the Days of the Mutiny: 


A Military Novel. 


BY G. A. HENTY, 
Author of “* The Curse of Carne’s Hold,” “A Hidden Foe,” &c. 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. “IT may not return, Isobel,” 


The next morn : t found Isobel 
Hannay sitting in a shady court that had been 
converted into a sort of general room for ladies 


he fort. 
ins How are you, Miss Hauinay / Iam glad to 
aes 


7 pot xy t your words, Mr, Bathurst, 
for you see we have changed places. You are 
the invalid, and 1ot 1.’ 

“ There is very little of the invalid about me, 
he said. “I am glad tosee that your face is 
much better than it was.” 

“Yes, it is healing fast. I am a dreadful 
figure still, and the doctor says that there will 
be red scars for months, and that probably my 
face will be always marked.” , 

“The doctor is a croaker, Miss Hannay ; 
there is no occasion to trust him too implicitly. 
I predict that there will not be any serious 
scars left.” 

He took a seat beside her. There were two 
or three others in the court, but these were 
upon the other side, quite out of hearing. 

“*T congratulate you, Mr. Bathurst,” she said 
quietly, “‘on yesterday. The doctor has, of 
course, told meall about it. It can make no 
difference to us who know you, but I am 
heartily glad for your sake; Ican understand 
how great a difference it n.ust make to you.’ 

**Tt has made all the difference in the world,” 
he replied. ‘‘No one can tell the load it has 
lifted from my mind. I only wish it had taken 
place earlier.’ 

**I know what you mean, Mr. Bathurst; the 
doctor has told me about that too. You may 
wish that you had remained in the boat, but it 
was well for me that you did not. You would 
have lost your li’e without benefiting me. 
ahéuld be now in the well of Cawnpore. or 
worse, at Bithoor.”’ 

“That may be,” he said grav: ly, ‘‘ but it does 
not alter the fact.” 

**T have no reason to know why you consider 

ou should have stopp d in the boat, Mr. 

athurst,” she went on — but with a 
slight flush on her cheek. “I can perhaps 
guess by what you afterwards did for me by 
the risks you ran to save me, but I cannot go 
by guesses ; I think I have a right to know.” 

ou are making me say what I did not 
mean to say,” he exclaimed passionately, “at 
least not now, but you do more than guess, 
you know ; you krow that I love you.” 

** And what do you know?” she asked softly. 

‘*T know that you ought not to love me,” he 
said. ‘‘No woman should love a coward.” 

**[ quite agree with you, but then I know 
that you are not a coward.” 

‘*Not when I jumped over and left you alone? 
It was the act of a cur.” 

*“‘It was an act for which you were not really 
responsible. Had you been able to think, 
you would not have done so. I do not take the 
view the doctor does, and I agree with you. 
that a man loving a woman should first of all 
think of her and: f hersafety. So you thought 
when you could think, but you were no more 
responsible for your action than a madman for 
a murder committed when in a state of frenzy. 
It was an impulse you could not controi. Had 

ou, after the impulse had passed, come down 

ere, believing as you might well have believed, 
that it was a_solutely impossible to rescue me 
from my fate, it would have been different. 
But the moment you came to yourself you de- 
liberately took every risk and showed how 
brave you were when master of yourself. Iam 
speaking plainly, perhaps more piainly than I 
ought to. But I should despise myself had I 
not the courage to speak out when so much is 
at stake, and afterall you have done for me, 
You love me ?” 

* You know that I love you.” 

“* And I love you,” the girl said ; ‘‘ more than 
that, I honor and esteem you. Iam proud of 
your love. Iam jealous for your honor as for 
my own, and I hold that honor to be spotless. 
Even now, even with my happiness at stake, I 
could not speak so plainly had I not spoken so 
cruelly and wrongly bifore, I did not know 
you then as I know you now, but having said 
what I thought then, Iam bound to say what 
I think now, if only asa penance. Did I hesi- 
tate todo so, I should be less grateful than 
that poor Indian gitl, who was ready, as she 
said, to give her life for the life you had 
saved.” 

‘‘Had you spoken so bravely but two days 
since,” Bathurst said, taking her hand, ‘‘I would 
have said, *I love you too well, Isobel, to link 

our fate to that of adi graced mar,’ but now 
Thee it in my power to retrieve niyself, wipe 
out the unhappy memory of my first failure, 
and still more to restore the self-respect which 
I have lo:t during the last month. But to do 
so I must stay here; I must bear part in the 
terrible struggle there will be befcre this 
mutiny is put down, India reconquered, and 
Cawnpore revenged.” 

*T will not try to prevent you,” Isobel said. 
*T feel that it would be wrong to doso I 
could not honor you as I do, if for my sake you 
turned away now. Eventhough I knewI should 
never s2e you again, I would rather that you 
had died sothan lived with even the shadow 
of dishonor on your name. I shall suffer, but 
there are hundreds of other women whose hus 
bands, lovers or sons are in the fray, and I 
shall not flinch more than they do from giving 
my dearest to the work of avenging our mur- 
dered friends and winning back Ind’a.” 

So quietly had they been talking that no 
thought of how momentous their conversation 
had been, had entered the minde of the ladies 
sitting working but a few paces away. One, 
indeed, had remarked to another, * I thought 
when Dr. Wade was telling us how Mr. Bath 
urst had rescued that unfortunate girl with the 


provided for. 
has already drawn up a will 
to you; but I shou! 


tress.” 


not without protest. 


may carry these blotches to my grave.’ 


able as any ned in battle. 


makes no difference to me. 


ing me over.’ 


even thinking of such a thing, Ra!ph.” 


own, 
best. 


breakfast before I mount.” 


her voice and sending me messages in prisor. 


again. People believe in presentiments of evil, 


I feel so, and I mean to go on believing it.” 
**Do so, Isobel. Of course there will be dan- 
ger, but the danger will be nothing to that we 
have passed ep together, The Sepoys will 
no doubt fight hard, but already they must have 
begun to doubt, their confidence in victory n ust 
be shaken, and they begin to fear retribution 
for their crimes. The fighting will, I think, be 
less severe gs the s'ruggle goes on, and at any 
rate the danger to us fighting as the assailants 
is as nothing tothat run when we were little 
groups surrounded by a country in arms, 

‘* The news that has come through from Luck- 
now is that for some time at any rate the 
garrison are confident they can hold out, while 
at Delhi we know that our position is becoming 
stronger every day ; the reinforcements are be- 
ginning to arrive from England, and though the 
work may be slow at first, our army will swell, 
while their strength wil diminish, until we 
sweep them before us. I need not.stop until 
the end, only till the peril is over, till Lucknow 
is relieved, and Delhi captured. 

‘*As we agreed,I have already sent in my 
resignation in the service, and shall fight as a 
volunteer only. If we hzve to fight our way 
into Lucknow cavelry will be useless, and I 
shall apply to be attached to one of the infantry 
regiments ; having served before, there will be 
no difficulty about that. I think there are sure 
to be plenty of vacancies. Six months will as- 
suredly see the force of the rebellion altogether 
broken. No doubt it wiil take much longer 
crushing it out altogether, for they will break 
up into scattered bodies, and it may bea long 
work before these are hunted down, but when 
the strength ofthe rebellion is broken I can 
leave with honor. 

There were but few preparations to be made 
for the wedding. Great interest was felt in 
the fort in the event, for Isobel’s rescue from 
Bithoor and Cawnpore, when all others who 
h:d fallen into the power of the Nana had 
fallen, had beer the one bright spot in the 
gloom ; and there would have been a general 
feeling of disappointment had not the romance 
had the usual termination, 

Isobel’s presents were numerous and of a 
most useful character, for they took the form 
of articles of clothing, and her trousseau was a 
varied and extensive one. 

The doctor said to her the evening before the 
event, ‘“*‘ You ought to hive a certificate from 
the authorities, Isobel, saying how you came 
into possession of your wardrobe, otherwise 
when you get back to England you will very 
soon come to be looked upon as a most sus- 
picious character.” 

‘“*How do you mean, doctor?” 

‘* Well, my dear, if the washerwoman to 
whom you:‘end your assortment at the end of 
the voyage is an honest woman, she will prob- 
ably give information to the police that you 
must be a receiver of stolen property, as your 
garments are all marked with different 
Lames,” 

**It will look suspicious, doctor, but I must 
run the risk of that till I can re mark them. 
I can do a good deal that way before I 
sail. It is likely we shall be another fortnight 
at least befcre we can start for Calcutta. I 
don t mean to take the old names out, out +hall 
mark my initials over them and the word, 
‘from.’ Then they will always serve as me- 
men‘os cf the kindness of everyone here.” 


Early on the morning cf the wedding a 
native presented himself at the gate of the 





be had urged ; 
“itis of no use to blink the fact that we have 
desperate fighting before us, and I should go 
into battle with my mind much more easy in 
the knowledge that come what might you were 
The doctor tells me that he con- 
siders you his adopted aie and that he 

eaving his savings 
like your future to come 
from me, dear, even if I am not to share it with 
you. Asyou know, I havea fine: state at home 
and I should like to think of you as its mis. 


And Isobel of course had given way, though 


““You don’t know what I may be like yet,” 
she said, half laughing, half in earnest. “I 


*“*They are honorable scars, dear, as honor- 
I hope, for your 
sake, that they will get better in time, but it 
I know what you 
were and how you sacrificed your beauty. I 
suppose if I came back short of an arm or leg 
you would not make that an excuse for throw- 


“You ought to be ashamed of yourself for 


** Well, dear, I don’t know that I did think 
it, but 1 am only putting a parallel case to your 
No, you must give way; it is in all ways 
We will be married on the morning I 
start so as just to give time for our wedding 


“Tt shall be as ycu wish,” she said softly. 
“You know the estate without you would be 
nothing to me, but I should like to bear your 
name, and should you never come back to me, 
1 | Ralph, to mourn for you all my life as my hus- 
band. But I believe you will ieturnto me, I 
think I am getting superstitious and believe in 
all sorts of things since so many strange things 
have happened. Those pictures on the sinoke 
that came true, Rvujub sending you messages 
at Deennugghur, and Rabda making me hear 


I do not feel so miserable at the thought of 
your going into danger as I should doifI did 
not feel a sort of conviction that we shall meet 


why should they not believe in presentiments 
of good? At any rate, it is acomfort to me that 


disfigured face at Cawnpors, that there was a 
romance in the case, but I don't see any signs 
of it. They are good friends, of course, but 
there is nothing lover-like in their way of talk- 


ing.” 

§ thought Dr. Wade when he came in and 
saw them sitting there, and gave vent to his 
feeling in a grunt of dissatisfaction. 

* It is like driving pigs to market,’ he said. 
“They won't go the way I want them to, out of 
pure contrariness.” 

**It is all settled, doctor,” Bathurst said, ris- 
ing. ‘Shake hands; it is to you I owe my 
happiness chiefly.” 

** Isobel, my dear, give me a k'ss,” the doctor 





exclaimed. ‘‘I am glad, my dear; I am glad 
with all my heart. And what have you settled 
beside tha.?” 


“We have settled that Iam to go home as 
soon as I can go down country, and he is going 
up with you and the others to Cawnpore.” 

“ That is right,” the doctor said heartily. ‘I 
told you that was what he would decide upon. 
It is right that he shculd doso, No man ought 
to turn his face to the coast till Lucknow is 
relieved and Delhi is captured. I thank God it 
has all cc me right at last. I began to be afraid 
that Bathurst's wrong-headedness was going 
to mar both your lives.” 

The news had already come down that Have- 
lock had found that it would be absolutely im- 
Ss with the small force at his command 

ht his way into Lucknow through the 
multitude of foes that surrounded it, and that 
he must wait until reinforcements arrived, 
There was, therefore, no urgent hurry, and it 
was not until ten days later that a second troop 
of volunteer horse, com of civilians un- 
able to resume their duties and officers whose 
wagiopente had mutinied, started for Cawnpore. 
an hour before they mounted, Isobel 
Hannay and Bathurst were married by the 
chaplain in the fort. This was at Bathurst's 
earnest wish. 


like being c 
kind. The longer we laugh, the less time there 
is for tears.” 


fort, and on being allowed to enter with a 


letter, of which he was the bearer, for Miss 


Hannay, handed her a parcel which proved to 
contsin a very handsome and valuanle set of 
jewelry, with a pf B. paper on which were 
the words, ‘* From Rabda,” 

The doctor was in high spirits at the break- 
fast, to which everybody sat down directly after 
the wedding. In the first place, his greatest 
wish was gratified, and in the second he was 
about to start to take part in the work of retri- 
bution. 

**One would think you were just starting on 
a pleasure party, doctor,” Isobel said. 

**It is worth all the pleasure parties in tle 
world, my dear. I have always been a hunter, 
and this time it is human ‘tigers’ I am going 
in pursuit of, besides which,” he said,in a 
quieter tone, ‘‘ I hope I am going tocure as well 
as kill. I shall only be a soldier when I am not 
wanted asadoctor. A man who really loves 
his profession, as I do, is always glad to exer- 


cise it, and I fear I shall have ample opportuni- 


ties that wae besides, dear, there ia nothing 
eerful upon an occasion of this 


And so the party did not break up until it 
was nearly time for the little troop to start. 


Then there was a eapend paypern ancy parting, and 
the volunteer horse 

Almost the first person the 
into the British lines was 
shout of joy at seeing the doctor and Bathurst. 


e away to Cawnpore, 
met as they rode 
ilson, who gave a 


**My dear Bathurst,” he exclaimed, ‘ then 


you fet safe down. Did you rescue Mies Han- 
na 
aT had that good for:une, Wilson.” 


“Tam glad. I am glad,” the young fellow 


said, shaking his hand violently, while the 
tears stood in h's eyes, 
right in cending me away, but I have r 
it ever since. know 

the way, but it seemed such a mean thing for 


“I know you were 
etted 
should have nin 


struggle, Sir Colin Campbell announced to 


me to go off by —_— Well, doctor, and so 

ise got off too,” he went on, turning from 

athurst and wringing the doctor's hand. ‘I 
never even hoped that you escaped. I made 
sure that it was only we too. Ihave had an 
awful time of it since we heard the news, on 
the way up, of the massacre of the women, I 
had great faith in Bathurst and knew that if 
anything could be done he would doit, but 
when I saw the place they had been shut up in 
it did not seem — possible that he could 
have got anyone out of it, And where did you 
leave Miss Hannay ?” 

* We have not left her at all,” the doctor said 
gravely, “there is no longer a Miss Hannay. 
There, man, don’t look so shocked. She 
changed her name on the morning we came 
away.” 

* What!” Wilson exclaimed, ‘Is she Mrs, 
Bathurst? I am glad, Bathurst. Shake hands 
again. I felt sure that if you did rescue her 
that was what would come of it. I was almost 
certain by her way when I talked to her about 
you one day that she liked ie I was awfully 
spoony on her myself, you know, but I knew it 
was no use and I would rather by a lot that she 
married you than anyone else [know. But 
come along into my tent ; you know your troop 
and ours are going to be joined. We have lost 
pretty near half our fellows either in the fights 
coming up or by sunstroke or fever since we 
came here. I got hold of some fizz in the 
bazaar yesterday, and Iam sure you must be 
thirsty. Thisisa splendid business. I don’t 
know that I ever felt so glad of anything in my 
life,” and he dragged them away to his tent. 

Bathurst found, to his disappointment, that 
intense as was the desire to push forward to 
Lucknow, the general opinion was that the 

eneral would not venture to risk his little 
force in an operation that, with the means at 
his disposal, seemed we!l nigh impossible. 
Cholera tad made considerable ravages, and he 
had but fifteen hundred bayonets at his dis- 
posal. All that could be done pending the 
arrival of reinforcements was to prepare the 
way foran advance and show so bolda front 
that the enemy would be compelled to draw a 
large force from Lucknow to oppose his ad- 
vance. 

A bridge of boats was thrown across the 
Ganges, and the force crossed the river and 
advanced to Onao, eight miles on the road to 
Lucknow. Here the enemy, strongly posted, 
barred the way, but they were attacked, and, 
after hard fighting, defeated, with a loss of 
three hundred men and fifteen guns, 

In this fight the volunteer horses, who had 
been formed into a single troop, did gcod ser- 
vice. One of their two officers was killed ; and 
as the party last up from Allahabad were all 
full of Bathurst’s rescue of Miss Hannay from 
Cawnpore, and Wilson and the doctor influ- 
enced the others, he was chosen to fill the 
vacancy. 

There were two other fierce fights out at 
Busserutgunge, and then Bathurst had the 
satisfaction of advancing with the column 
aga’nst Bithoor. Hereagain the enemy fought 
sturdily, but were defeated with great slaugh- 
ter, ard the Nana's palace was destroyed. 

When, after the arrival of Outram with rein- 
forcements, the column set out for Lucknow, 
the volunteers did not accompany them, as 
they would have been useless in street fighting 
and were therefore detailcd to form part of the 
little force left at Cawnpore to hold the city 
and check the rebels, parties of whom were 
swa!' mir g round it. 

The officer in command of the troop died of 
cholera a few days after Havelock’s column 
started up, and Bathurst succeeded him, The 
work was very arduous, the men teing almost 
constantly in their saddles, and having fre- 
quent encounters withthe enemy. They were 
again much disappointed at bing left behind 
when Sir Colin Campbell advanced to the relief 
of Havelock and the garrison, but did more 
than their share of fighting in he desperate 
struggle when the mutineers of the Gwallior 
contingent attacked the force at Cawnpore 
during the absence of the relieving column. 
Here they were almost annihilated in a desper 
ate charge which saved the 64th frc m being cut 
> —_—- at the most critical momcnt of the 

ght. 

Wilson came out of the struggle with the loss 
of his left arm and t woor three serious wounds, 
He hed been cut off and surrounded, and was 
falling from his horse when Bathurst cut his 
way to his rescue, and lifting him into his 
saddle before him succeeded, after despera‘e 
fighting, in carrying him off, himself receiving 
several wounds, none of which, however, were 
severe, The action had been noticed, and 
Bathurst’s name was sentin for the Victoria 
Cross. As the troop had dwindled to a dozen 
sabres he applied to Sir Colin Cam, bell, whose 
column had arrived in time to save the force «t 
Cawnpore and to defeat the enemy, to be at- 
tached to a regiment as a volunteer. The gen- 
era', however, at once offered him a post as an 
aide de ony to himself, as his perfect knowl- 
edge of the language would render him of great 
use; and he gladly accepted the offer. 

With the rescued party from Lucknow was 
the doctor. 

“By the way, Bathurst,” he said, on the 
evening of his return, ‘‘I met an old acquaint- 
ance in Lucknow ; you would never guess who 
.6 was—Forster.” 

‘* You don’t say so, doctor!” 

* Yes; it seems he was hotly pursued, but 
managed to shake the Sowars off. At that 
time the garrison was not so closely besieged 
as it afterwards was. He knew the country 
well, and made his way across it until within 
sight of Lucknow. At night he rode right 
through the rebels, swam the river and gained 
the Residency. He distinguishid himself 
greatly through the siege, but had been des- 
perately wounded the day before we marched 
in. He was in a ward that was handed over to 
me directly I got there, and I at once saw that 
his case was a hopeless one. The poor fellow 
was heartily gl to see me, Of course he 
knew nothing of what had taken place at Deen- 
nugghur after he had left, and was very much 
cut up when be heard the fate of almost al the 

arrison. He listenid quietly when I to'd him 

ow you had rescued Isobel and of your mar- 
riage. He was silent, and then said: ‘I am 
glad to hear it, doctor. I am glad to hear that 
she escaped. Bathurst fa'rly won her. I never 
dreamt that she cared for him. Well, it seems 
he wasn’t a coward after al]. And you say he 
has resigned and come up as a volunteer in- 
stead of going home with her? That is plucky, 
anyhow. Well, lamaglad. I should not have 
been if I hadn't been like this, doctor; but now 

I am out of the running for good it makes no 
odds to me either way. If ever ycu see him 
again, you tell him I said I was glad. I expect 
he will make her a deucedly better husband 
than I should have cone. I never liked Bath- 
urst, but I expect it was because he was a 
better fellow than most of us—that was at 
school, you know—and of course I did not take 
to him at Deennugghur. No one could have 
taken to a man there who could not stand fire. 
But you say he has got over that, so (hat is all 

right. Anyhow, I have no doubt he will make 

her happy. Tell her I am glad, doctor, I 
thought at one time—but that is no odds now. 

Iam glad you are out of it too.’ 

“And then he rambled on about shootin 
tigere, and did not say anything more sensible 
until late that night. I was sitting by him; 
he had been unconscious for some time, and he 
opened his eyes suddenly and said, ‘Tell them 
both I 2m glad,’ and those were the last words 
he spoke.” 

‘“He was a brave soldier, a fine fellow in 
many ways,” Bathurst said; ‘‘if he had been 
brought up differently he would have been a 
grand fellow, with all his gifts, but I fancy he 
never got any home training. Weil, I am glad 
he didn’t die as we supposed, without a friend 
beside him, on his way to Lucknow, and that 
he fell after doing his duty to the women and 
chi’dren there,” 

Wilson refused to go home after the loss of 
his arm, and as soon as he recovered was ap- 
pointed to one of the Sikh regiments, and took 
part in the final conquest of Lucknow two 
months after the fight at Cawnpore. A fort- 
night after the conclusion of that terrible 
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Bathurst that amongst the despatches that he 
had received from home that morning was a 
Gazette,in which his name appeared among 
those to whom the Victoria Cross had been 
granted. 
*“*T congratulate you heartily, Mr. Bathurst,” 
the old officer said ; ‘‘I have had the pleasure 
of speaking in the highest terms of the arene 
— displayed in carrying my messages throug 
eavy fire a score of times during the late 
operations.” 
Great as the honor of the Victoria Cross al- 
ways is, to Bathurst it was much more than to 
other men, It was hisrehabilitation, He need 
never fear now that his courage could be ques- 
tioned, and the report that he had before left 
the army because he lacked courage would be 
for ever silenced now that he could write V. C. 
after hisrame. The pleasure of Dr. Wade and 
Wilson was scarcely less than his own. The 
latter’s regiment had suffered very heavily in 
the struggle at Lucknow, and he came out of 
it a captain, having escapcd without a wound. 
A week later Bathurst resigned his appoint- 
ment, There was still much to be done, and 
months of marching and fighting before the 
rebellion was quite stampcd out ; but there had 
now arrived a force ample toovercome all oes 
sition, and there was no longer a necessity for 
the service of civilians. As he had already left 
the service of the company he was his own 
master, and therefore started at once for Cal- 
cutte. 
“ T shall not be long before I follow you,” the 
doctor said, as they spent their last evening to- 
gether. ‘I shall wait and see this out, and 
then retire. Ishould have liked to have gone 
home with you, but itis out of the question. 
Our hands are full, and Jikely to be for some 
time, so I must stop.” 
Bathurst —ere for a day at Patna to see 
Rujub and his davghter. He was received as 
anexpected guest, and after spending a few 
hours with them he continued his journey. At 
Calcutta he found a letter awaiting him from 
I:otel, saying that she had arrived safely in 
England, and should stay with her mother until 
his arrival, and there he found her. 
“*T expected you to day,” she said, after the 
first rapturous greeting wes over. “Six Weeks 
ago I woke in the middle of the night and 
heard Rabda’s voice distinc'ly say, ‘He has 
' been with us to-day ; he is safe and well ; he is 
on his way to you.’ As I knew how long you 
would take going down from Patna, I went the 
next day to the office and found which steamer 

ou would catch and when she would arrive. 

y mother and sister both regarded me asa 
little out of my mind when I said you would 
be back this week. They have not the slightest 
belief in what I told them about Rujub, and 
insist that it is all a sort of hallucination 
brought on by my sufferings. Perhaps they 
wi'l believe now.” 

** Your face is wonderfully better,” he said 
presently. ‘‘The marks seem dying out, and 
you look a'most like your old self.” 

* Yes,” she said. ‘I have been to one of the 
great’ doctors, and he says that he thinks the 
scars will quite disappear in time.” 

Isobel Bathurst has never again received any 
distinct message from Rabda, but trom time to 
time she has consciousness, wien sitting 

uietly alone, that the girl is with her in 
thought. oh | year letters and presents are 
exchanged, and to the end of their lives ske 
and her husband will feel that their happiness 
is chiefly due to her and her father—Rujub the 
Juggler, 
THE END. 





Professional Pride. 


Jaggers (to Dr. Paresis)—You know Dr, 
Kapsool, I suppose ? 

Dr. Paresis (coldly)—He’s no doctor. Why, 
sir, he advertises! 

J aggers (half an hour later, to Dr. epee 
By the way, doctor, I was talking to Dr. Molar 
yesterday, and—— 

Dr. Kapsool (interrupting)—My dear J ers, 
will you tell me please, why you dignify Molar 
with the title doctor? Don’t you know that he 
is nothing but a dentist ? 

Jaggers (next day, to Dr. Mola: )—Now, this 
man on the next street, Dr, Powders—— 

Dr. Molar (hastily)—Dr. Powders! You 
surely don’t mean to apply the dignified prefix 
doctor to an ordinary veterinarysurgeon? You 
were surely joking, Jaggers, 

Jaggers (second day after, to Dr. Powder: )— 
Dr. Paresis was telling me the other day that 
this sort of weathc r—— 

Dr. Powders (with a deprecatory gesture)— 
Don’t talk to me about Paresis! He’s no 
doctor. Why, sir, if [hada yellow dog that 
was sick I wouldn't trust the casetohim, He 
ought to be a butcher. 


A Cool Spot. 


There’s one cool on earth—yes, one. 
O, could I clutch to my heart 

And all day long jast hang upon 
The back step of the ice-man’s cart | 
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She Spoke Without Thinking. 


Dolly—It’s absurd of you to say I am thirty. 

sneer Ene you Know you were born in '60, 
and—— 

Dolly (indignantly )—It does not matter. You 
might argue from now until doomsday and 
then I wouldn’t be a day older. 


Horsford’s Acid Phosphate 
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from over exertion. Try it, 
Good Game. 
“* Did yo’ hab any luck gunnin’ fo’ birds, Mr. 
Shootley ?” 
** Yes, indeed, honey—two roosters, one 


pullet, an’ a shanghai,” 





ey 


Accommodating Herself. 


She—I want to look at some bustles. 

Clerk—Why, madam, bustles are no longer 
worn. 

She—You don’t know what you are talking 
of, Iam going to visit friends in St. Louis, 








BEECHAM’'S PILLs sell well because they cure. 








The Rheumatic Tire, 


Mrs. Buskom—What is the matter with Mr. 
Green? He looks dreadful. 
Mrs. Green—He’s been learning to ride a 





bicycle, and he thinks the rheumatic tire was 
too much for him. 
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The Sixth Bench. 


She was in earnest; hs was not. When that 
state of things exists everything may happen. 
The occurrence may be commonplace, comic or 
tenet, depending on the temperament and ex- 
perienca of the woman. In this instance the 

result was merely an appointment—which both 

of them kept. 

Hector McLane came to Paris with noble 
resolutions, a theory of color and a small al. 
lowance. Paris played havoc with all of these, 
Ha was engaged to a nice girl at home, who be- 
lieved him destined to become a at painter 
—a delusion which McLane shared, 

He entered with great zest into the life of 
& Parisian art student, but somehow the ex- 
panes did not equal his anticipations. What 

e had read in books—poetry and prose—had 
thrown a halo around the Latin quarter, and 
he was therefore disappointed in finding the 
halo missing. The romance was sordid and 
mercenary, and after a few months of it he 
yearned for something better. 

In Paris you may have nearly everything— 
except the something better. It exists, of 
course, but it rarely falls in the way of the 
usually impecunious art student. So it hap- 
pened, that as luck was not against the young 
= “I he found it when he abandoned the search 
or it. 

McLane’s theory was tha‘ art had become too 
sonbre, The world was running overmuch 
after the subdued in color. He wanted to be 
able to paint things as they were, and was 
not to be deterred if his pictures were 
called gaudy. He obtained p2rmission to 
set up his easel in the Church of Notre 
Dam3, and in the dim light there he 
endeavored to place on canvas some sem- 
blance of the splendor of color that came 
through the huge rose window high above him. 
He was discouraged to see how opaque the 
colors in the canvas were as compared with the 
translucent hues of the great window. As he 
leaned back with a sigh of defeat, his wandering 
eyes met, for one brief instant, something 
more beautiful than the stained glass, as the 
handiwork of God mus: always b3 more beauti- 
ful than the handiwork of man. The fleeting 
glimpse was of a melting pair of dark limpid 
eyes, which, meeting his, were instantly veiled, 
and then he hada longer view of the sweet 
face they belon to. It was evident that the 
young girl had n admiring his work, which 
was more than he could hope to have the pro- 
fessor at Jalien’s do. Lack of assurance was 
never considered, even by his dearest friend, to 
be among McLane’s failings. He rose from his 
painting stool, bowed, and asked her if she 
would not sit down for a moment: she could 
see the—the—painting so much better. The 

irl did not answer, but turned a frightened 

ook upon him, and fled under the wing of her 

kneeling duenna, who had not yet finished her 
devotions. It was evident that the prayers of 
the girl had been briefer than those of the old 
woman in whose charge she was. Where the 
need is greater the prayer is often the shortest. 
McLane had one more transitory glim of 
those dark eyes as he held open the swinging 
door. The unconscious woman and the con- 
scious girl passed out of the churc4. 

This was how it began. 

The painting of the colored windo w of Notre 
Dame now occup‘ed almost all the time at the 
disposal of Hector McLane. No great work is 
ever accomplished without unwearied persever- 
anc». It was remarkable that the realization 
of this truth came upon him just after he had 
definitely made up his miad to abandon the 
task. Before he allowed the swinging door to 
close he had resolved to pursue his study in 
color. It thus happened, incidentally, that he 
saw the young girl again and again, always at 
the same hour, and always with the same com- 
panion. Oace he succeeded, unnoticed by the 
elder, in slipping a note into her hand, which 
he was pleased and flattered to see she retained 
and concealed. Another day he had the joy of 
having a few whisperei words with her in the 
dim shadow of one of the gigantic pillars. 
After that. progress was comparatively easy. 


Her name was Yevette, he learned, and he 
was amused to find with what expert dexterity 
a perfectly guileless and innocent little creature 
such as she was managed to elude the vigilanc:> 
of the — and experienced woman wao had 
her in charge. The stolen interviews usualiy 
took place in the little park behind Notre 
Dame. There they sat on a bench facing the 
fountain, or walked up and down on the 
crunching ae under the trees. In the 
a'ternoons they walked in the secluded part of 
the park, in the shadow of the great church. 
It was her custom to send him dainty little 
notes telling him when she expected to be in 
the park, giving the number of the bench, for 
sometimes the duenna could not be eluded and 
was seated there with Yevette. On these oc- 
casions McLane had to content himself with 
gazing from afar. 

She was so much in earnest that the par- 
ticular emotion which occupied the place of 
conscience in McLane’s being was troubled. 
He thouzht of the nice girl at home, and 
fervently hoped nothing of this would ever 
reach her ears. No matter how careful a 
man is, chance sometimes plays him a scurvy 
trick. McLane remembered instances, and re- 
gretted the world was so small. Som:times a 
cry of recognition from one on the pavement to 
a comrade in the park, shouted across the iron 
railings, sent a shiver through McLane. Art 
students had an uncomfortable habit of roam- 
ing everywhere, and they were boisterous in 
hailing an acquaintance. Besides, they talked 
and McLane dreaded having his little intrigue 
the joke of the school. At any moment an 
objectionable art student might drop into the 
park to sketch the fountain, or the nurses and 
children, or the back of the cathedral at one 
end of the park, or even the iow, gloomy, unim- 
posing front of the morgue at the other. 

He was an easy-going young fellow, who 
hated trouble, and perhaps, knowing that the 
inevitable day of reckoning was approaching, 
this accounted for the somewhat tardy awaken- 
ing of his conscience, 

e sometimes thought it would be best simply 
to leave Paris without any explanation, but he 
remembered that she knew his address, having 
written to him often, and that by going to the 
school she could easily find out where his home 
was. Soif there was to be ascene it was much 
better that ic should take place in Paris, rather 
than where the nice girl lived. 

He nerved himself up many times to make 
the explanation and bring on the avalanche, 
but when the time came he postponed it. 
But the inevitable ultimately arrives, He 
had some difficulty at first in getting her to 
underatand the situation clearly, but when he 
at last succeeded there was no demonstration. 
She merely kept her eyes fixed on the gravel 
and gently withdrew her hand from his. To 
his surprise she did not cry nor even answer 
him, but walked silently to and fro with down- 
cast eyes in the shadow of the church. No one, 
he said, would ever occupy the place in his 
heart that she held. He was engaged to the 
other girl, but he had not known what love 
was until he met Yevette. He was bound to 
the other girl by ties he could not break, which 
was quite true, because the nice girl had a rich 
father. He drew such a pathetic picture of the 
loveless life he must in the future lead, that a 
great wave of self-pity surged = within him 
and his voice wavered, He felt almost resent- 
ful thet she should take the separation in such 
an unemotional manner. When a man gets 
what he most desires he is still unsatisfied. 
no _ exactly the way he hoped she would 

e it. 

an things come to an end, even explana- 
tions. 

** Well, good-bye, Yevette,” he said, holding 
out his hand. She hesitated an instant, then, 
waeas looking up, placed her small palm in 

s. 
They stood thus for a moment under the 
trees, while the fountain beside them plashed 
and trickled musically. The shadow of the 
church was slowly creeping towards them over 
the gravel. The park was deserted, except by 
themselves. She pas gents to withdraw her 
hand, which he retained. 





gray hairs this morning —Truth. 





He—My, my, how the trees outside there are moaning and sighing to day. 
She—So would you if you were as full of green apples as they are. 





‘* Have you nothing to say to me, Yevette?’ 
he asked, with a touch of reproach in his voice. 

She did not answer. 
which were slipping from his grasp, and the 
shadow touche 
‘ « oe you will at least kiss me good- 

ye 

She quickly withdrew her hand from his, 
shook her head and turned away. He watched 
her until she was out of sight, and then walked 
slowly towards his rooms on the Boulevard St. 
Germain. His thoughts were not comfortable, 
He was disappointed in Yevette. 
clever, so witty, that he had at least expected 
she would have said somethirg cutting, which 
he felt he thoroughly deserved. He had no 
idea she could be so heartless. 
thoughts turned to the nice 
too, had elements in her character that were 
somewhat bewildering to an honest young 
Her letters for a long time had been in- 
frequent and unsatisfactory. 
possible that she had heard anything. 
there was nothing so easy as point-blank 
denial, and he would see to that when he 
reached home, 

An explanation awaited him in his rooms on 
the boulevard. There was a foreign stamp on 
the envelope, and it was from the nice girl. 
een a mistake, she wrote, but hap- 
pily she had discovered it before it was tos late. 
Sie bitterly reproached herself, taking three 
pages to do it in, and on the fourth page he 
gathered that she would be married by the 
time he had the letter. 
no doubt that the nice girl fully realized how 
basely she had treated a talented, hard-work- 
ing, aspiring, sterling young man, but the reali- 
zation had not seemingly postponed the ringing 

bells to any appreciable extent. 
ane crushed the letter in his 
language, as, indeed, he 
in doing. He laugheda 
hard, dry laugh at the perfidy of woman. Toen 
his thoughts turned towa 
a pity it was she was not rich! 
other noble, talented men, he realized he could 
not marry a poor woman. Suddenly it occurred 
to him that Yevette might not be poor. 
more he pondered over the matter the more 
astonished he was that he had ever taken her 
poverty for granted. She dressed richl 
that cost money in Paris. He remember 
she wore a watch which flashed with jewels on 
one occasion when he had seen it for a moment, 
He wished he had postponed his explanation 
for one more day; still that was something 
e would tell her he hai 
thrown over the other girl for her sake. 
a@ pang there came to him the remembrance 
that he did not know her aidress, nor even her 
Still she would be sure to visit 
the little park. and he would haunt i; until she 
Tne haunting would 
point to his story of consuming love. Anyhow, 
nothing could be done that night. 

In the morning he wa; overjoyed to receive a 
letter from Yevette, and he was more than 
pleased when he read its contents. 
for one more meeting behind the church. 

** 1] could not tell you to-day,” she wrote, “all 
To-morrow you shall know if you meet 
me. Do not fear that I will reproach you. You 
will receive this letter in the morning. At 
twelve o'clock I shall be waiting for you on the 
sixth bench on the row south of the fountain— 
the sixth bonch—the farthest from the church. 


Correspondence Coupon. 


The above coupon must accompany every grapho- 
logical study sent in. The Editor requests 
pondents to observe the following rules: 1. Graphologica! 
studies must consist of at least six lines of original matter, 
including several capital letters. 2. Letters will be an- 
ewered in their order, unless under unusual circumstances. 
Correspondents need not take up their own and the editor's 
time by writing reminders and requests for haste. 8. Quo- 
tations, scraps or postal cards are not studied. 4. Pless« 
address Oorrespondence Column. 
companied by coupons are not studied. 

Anxious —I delineated your writing months ago. 


He held her fingers, 
will think it’s a bargain, 


Alexander the Great was your age he had 
already conquered the world. 


Student— Well, you see he had Aristotle for 
a teacher. If he had had you it would have 


Enclosures unless ac- | been very different. 


Son or tHe HgatuerR —Are your poetic sentiments 
original’? I think they are not, and you know q i0tations 
are not admissable as studies 
lines of lese compromising confessions, and I will study 
them as soon as they arrive. 

Juuia V.—This is rather a refined and sensitive nature, 
discreet but frank, slightly nervous, and though constant 
and determiaed yet apt to dep3id on others; strong 
opisions and economical habits, love of order and care for 
detai!, not very great love of ease, and decided individu- 
ality are shown. 

Tuom4is —There is some lack of care in your writing, but 
it is a good honest business hand. 
ambition, hope and generosity, very fi1e temacity of pur- 
pose, excellent constancy aud not great li 
discretion and caution are in word and d 
enterprise and a decided appreciation of life’s good things. 
Ideality and originyl and independent 
thought are shown; love cf society, bit excellent dis>re- 
‘ood taste, refiaement, self-control and constanc: 
le ; decided persistence in eff »rt, excel ent method 
and due regard for detail, capability of warm affection and 
love of ease and comfort. 2. Ic 
in the above delineation I see nothing to hinder. 

GaLATEA.—1 Please read rules in refsarence to your en- 
closure. Your own writing shows force of will, rather a 
lively nature, some temper, taste for art, love of ease, rather 
lack of sympithy and decidei independence, with some 
originality. You are passably cautious, constant and con- 
tented, and can say a emart thing on occasion ; rather a 
generous mind, and a sturdy energy lends tone to this 


irlat home. She, 
You can send me af.w 


man. 


It shows some energy, 


There had 





There appeared to be 


not possibly say, but 


of the weddin 


hand and used stron 


was perfectly justifi rooms this evening and I will give you. a suitof 


clothes. 3 


s Yevette. What 


Like so many Pansiss —Your writing shows rathar a practical nature, 


od ability, some refinement, a rather caustic and quick 
race in fancy and rather good method, love of 

perfect work. You are not buoyant, not apt to 
be led away by visionary plans, rather quite the reverse 
I think you would succeed in any position req iiring good 
app'ication rather than originality, and you are to be 


Jusivs Brurvus.—Strong impulse and will, rather erratic 
tendencies, some love of novelty and excitement, subj ct te 
mooda, but decidedly amiable; has taste, but either from 
indolence or lack of opportunity has not thoroughly de- 
. Can adapt himeelf to circumstances, ani 
though not iadiffsrent would be rather di 
things as they came so far as creature comforts are con- 
ry reasonable, and the practical much stronger 
than the romantic. Altogethera sensible and canny sov!, 
though at times wayward ; always honest and reliable. 

Marevsrira M, Lindsay.—1. The Lake Magazine, pub- 
lished in Toronto. 2 Articles are sent in on subj:cts, 
selected by the author, acoording to his circumstances, 
knowledge and the general public interest at the time 
For instance, an article on Orog1et or tne Franco-Prussian 
War would be consigned to the W. P. B., able though they 
might b>, on account of their lack of interest at the present 
I suppose editors sometimes req est well known 
writers to take certain subj acts, before the public, and write 
on them, but one has to have some reputation beforehand. 

Suwarrow —1. Hasty and impulsive feeling, tact, sym- 
pathy and some sense of humor are shown. 
somewhat selfish, but not in a disagreeable or mean way, 
has suffi sient imagination to flavor his go2d busiaess ideas, 
and a very healthy belief in himself 
uncertain in his affections, and though fond of good things 
too apt to want them as his due. 
legible avd attractive, and the general make-up of the 
letter unaffzcted and oreditable. 
you think too much of what people think of you and are 
disposed to fancy things. 

Perriexity —I am always ready to oblidge you, my dear. 
Won't you please spell it without a “d.” 
Gampy Your writing shoves carelessness, formalism and 
lack of originality, excessive ideality and ex 
Be practical, sort your letters iato w , dot 
your ‘'I’s” and oross your “‘t’s,” don't be so egotistical 
and eelf-assertive, spare some thoughts for your neighbors, 
cultivate your taste, and for meroy’s sake study to express 
yourself so that one can tell what you mean. 
your name, and perp'exity’s my condition after wading 
through your one solitary sentence. 

Pa-11-Tanca —That is the nem de plume you have written, 
though I don't know if you intended it to go just that way. 
The study has a Toronto addres:. You are markedly ideal- 
istio, impatient and quick-tempered. At the same time 

our thought is deliberate, and your ¢ffort marked. 
hink second thoughts sre very apt to be best with you. 
Judgment ie rather uncertain and manner vivacioue. 
Writer has enough de»ision and is neither unduly hope- 
ful, nor yet apt to despond. S>me lack of order and disre- 
gard of appearance are shown: discretion is vieible, and 
reticence is sometimes ma: ked, 

H F. H.—1. We shall be giad to see you, Wionipeg—that 
is if you haven't been and gone back before you see this 
It is a long time, but que voulez-vous’ Each is 
2. Your writing showe caution and dis- 
cretion, but a hearty nature, love of comfort aud good 
things generally, energy, imagination and a first-rate g> 
of affairs. You can storm on occasion, but your anger 
short-lived, and when you make up your mind on anythiog 
merally get there. A little more style and polish 
ot burt you, likewise some self control, but you are 
teresting study and no doubt a stirring man. 

Wut —1. At last your enclosure i+ due for a delineation. 


I do not at all forget you nor yet the deli 
’ The study before me shows re- 


easily remedied. 


family name. 


came. ive additional 


I felt. 


I am afraid he ie also 
2 I think your writing 


Sometimes I am afraid 


McLane was overjoyed at his good luck. 
He felt that he hardly merited it. 
early at the spot and sat down on the last bench 
of the row facing the fountain. 
not yet arrived, but it was still half an hour 
McLane read the morning 
aper and waited. At last the bells all around 
im chimed the hour of twelve. 
This was unusual, but always possible. 
She might not have succeeded in getting away. 
uarter and then the half hour passed be- 
fore McLane b2gan to suspect that he had been 
made the victim of a practical joke. ,He dis- 
missed the thought. Such a thing was so un- 
He walked around the little park, 
hoping he had mistaken the row of benches, 
She was not there. He read the letter again. 
It was plain enough—the sixth bench. 
counted the benches, beginnin 
One—two—three—four—five. 
five benches in the row 
azed stupidly 
beside him said : 

‘* That is the bench, sir.” 

‘**What do you mean?” cried McLane, turn- 
toward him, astonished at the remark. 

It was there that the youn 
dead this morning—poisoned they say.” 

eLane stared at him—and then he said 
huskily : 

* Who—who was she?” 

“Nobody knows that—yet, 
know, for ever 
the morgue. 5S 
to-day. 
greater. 


Yevette had 


before the time. 


f 


come, 


The 


like her, 





at the church, 
bere were only 


‘at the fifth bench a man 


answered in turn. 


ing 


girl was found 


We will soon 
as you see, is goin 
e only one on the 
before the crowd gets 
I have been twice.” 

McLane sank on the seat and drew his hand 
across his foreheai. 

He knew she was waiting for him on the 
sixth bench—the farthest from the church,— 
Luke Sharp in Detroit Free Press. 


months ago, 2. 
aement, ease of manner, a little 
ergy and love of beauty, 
conversation, de 

of results, rather emotional 
leading traite the exact opposite of your worthy self. 
There is a breezy and hi 
your qalet and self-con manner. 
Seep. Sen we Pee ene we Do you 


pecullar and characteristic 
eo Si essbitlon, ben pend elt. 
jesire and always 


mpathy end tact, 
ht and rather impatient 
mpuleive, and in some 


unconcern very f 
I was glad b> see 


Burien Wareart Inpian.—This 
qney Soe marked 
rig! of 


control. The writer 





She— What would you do if you were rich ? 
He—Ask you to be my wife, 

































hae an eye to effect, but would not descend to unworthy 
means to secure either. Sympathy and almost infallible 
j égment in difficult matters, a very strong and persistent 


Tue ARTIST’S FINGERPOST 


OIL em eee nots Winsor & Newton’s. 


Noon won? in ae ad apr yet are WaT Winsor & N. wton’s, Ree 
mney o ; y and, r e@ a, vee’, 
while well able to express sentiment, should be careful to BRUSHES etn n Germnen ye oan 
prunes little he general disposition iesunny and | sr Rane MEMS. The Fionn fee 
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mak 


lovable, and all the strongest tendencies are elevating. 
EVANGELINE.—Some force and great positiveness are 
shown in this writing. Reflaement and gentleness are lack- 
ing. It evinces more masculine than f2minine traits. The 
writer is headstrong, perhaps bigoted in opinion, rather 
rejudiced and apt to speak hastily and over frankly, pro- 
bly gives little for appearances, nor care in details. A 
certain impulse guides many actions, which might be toned 


ere 
PERCILA—Hardemith’ , 
BA DBOOKS— Winsor tt Sean nt, Foster’ 
CHINA COLORS—Lacroix, Gouache, fo. ™ 


In fact everything, and at Prices alwa: 
ye calculated to 
—_ i i one will ever tell you they can buy 


down and, refined. Writer is fond of her own way, and | * rt 
prone to think little of the feeli »ge of others; at the same e et ro oO le 
time has good perception and sense, and would be honest 181 Y¥ p 
and true in dealings. Temper is good and heart generous. 1 Yonge aes ae Temperance St.) and 
‘0 roade 


Asa man I could understand you, Evangeline ; as girl I 
must confess you puzz'e me, unless vou’re q tite young. 


Preoiz —1 I hope by this time you are an accomplished 
rider, but in case you are not, the only “ pointer” I can 
give you in such limited space ie to get a first-rate in- 
structor. I know so-called instructors who never told their 
pupils the use of the brake, nor even how to balance until 
serious mishaps proclaimed their ignorance. One other 
eateter is to have proper ‘cycling garments and shoes 

hen I see girls trying to learn wheel in voluminous 
print gowns and starchy skirts and high-heeled shoes it 
makes me tired, almost as tired as they are! 2 I did not 
find the roads in that locality very bad. They were dusty, 
but que voulez-vous? It hadn’t rained for nine weeks ! 
38 I am at present riding a pneumatic Raglan and don’t 
fiad anything wrong with it. 4 Certainly you can wheel 
into the country, escorted by a gentleman. Wheeling is 
not buggy riding, and all the wheeling women have good 
level heads and common sense _ I have yet to meet the first 
foolish woman—'cyclist. You might get a baby seat and 
take some juvenile out on it if ree feel uncomfortable 
without a third party, but I don’t believe you are such an 
ass. 5 Your areal shows great animation and some 
power of thought and action; gocd method, slight lack of 
taste, generosity and self-assertion are plain, temper is 
variable, but rather attractive and common sense good. 
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Thought He Cou'd Hear It. 


‘ Niece—Here’s your ear-trumpet, Uncle Can- 
eer. 

Uncle Canteer—I guess I won't take it to- 
night. I read in the paper that the lecturer 
has been heard from Maine to California. 








De Senectute 


Cholly —Peters, how old am I? 
Peters—Eizhteen to morrow, sir. 
Cholly—Deah me! Peters, look carefully for 











No Hurry. 


Mistress—You know how to make bread I 
presume ? 

New Girl—No, mum. No use learnin’ such 
things till after I gets married. 


en te eee 


A Dry Goods Genius 


Clerk—How shall I mark these goods? 
Old Tapeyard—Just figure out fifty per cent. 
profit and add seven odd cents, so the women 


CURE 


Si :k Headache and relieve all the troubles inct- 
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
Dizziness, Nausea. Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the Side, &c. While their most 
remarkable success has been shown in curing 


SICK 


Headache, yet Carter’s Litrte Lrver Pitta 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curing 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while 
they also correct all disorders of the stomach, 
stimulate the liver and regulate the bowels. 
Even if they only cured 





Professor— You seem to be very dull. When 


Ache they would be almost priceless to those 
who suffer from this distressing complaint; 
but fortunately their goodness does not end 
here, and those who once try them will find 





Generosity’s Reward. 


= these little pills valuable in so many ways that 
ane aa they will not be willing to do without them. 
ey MAP ty . But after all sick head 


AC 


is the bane of so many lives that here is where 
we make our great boast. Our pills cure it 
while others do not. 

Carter's Litrie Liver Pitts are very small 
and very easy to take. One or two pills make 
a dose. They are strictly vegetable and do 
not gripe or purge, but by their gentle action 

lease all who use them. In vials at 25 cents: 
ve for $1. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail 


CARTER MEDICINE CO., New York. 


Small FL Small Dove, Small Price 


Pee eee RIPANS TABULES reruns 
the stomach, he nee and@ 
purify the blood; are safe and effec-@ 
tual ;the best medicine known he, 











indigestion. biliousness, headache, 
constipation, dyspepsia, chronic 
liver troubles, dysentery, bad com- 
plexion, dizziness, offensive breath 
and all disorders of the stomach, 
liver and bowels. One tabule gives immediate re-@ 


Tom Bigbee— My poor fellow—come up tomy 


Y @lief. Take one at meal time. Sold by Druggists, Ag 

, @trial bottle sent by mail on receipt of 15 cents e 
fh @ RIPANS CHEMICAL CO., 10Spruce St., New York. 
< 
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‘AN ABSOLUTE CURE FOR 
INDIGESTION.” 


A acti 


SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS & CONFECTIONERS 











Mrs, Goldust—Are you sure that is the Mr. 
Thomas Bigbee we met at the Pier last year? 


Caramella Goldust—I’m sure. And he has 


on the same suit of clothes he wore then. Who 
would have believed so nice a man could ever 
become so bloated and degraded looking in one 


short year ! 
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me to go off by ss Weil, doctor, and so 
ou got off too,” he went on, turning from 

athurst and wringing the doctor’s hand. “I 
never even hoped that you escaped. I made 
sure that it wasonly we too. Il have had an 
awful time of it since we heard the news, on 
the way up, of the massacre of the women. I 
had great faith in Bathurst and knew that if 
anything could be done he would doit, but 
when I saw the place they had been shut up in 
it did not seem really possible that he could 
have got anyone out of it. And where did you 
leave Miss Hannay ?” 

* We have not left her at all,” the doctor said 
gravely, “there is no longer a Miss Hannay. 
There, man, don’t look so shocked. She 
changed her name on the morning we came 


away. 
“What!” Wilson exclaimed. ‘Is she Mrs, 
Bathurst? I am glad, Bathurst. Shake hands 
again. I felt sure that if you did rescue her 
that was what would come of it. I was almost 
certain by her way when I talked to her about 
you one a that she liked you. I was awfully 
spoony on her myself, you know, but I knew it 
was no use and I would rather by a lot that she 
married you than anyone else I know. But 
come along into my tent ; you know your troop 
and ours are going to be joined. We have lost 
pretty near half our fellows either in the fights 
coming up or by sunstroke or fever since we 
came here, I got hold of some fizz in the 
bazaar yesterday, and Iam sure you must be 
thirsty. Thisisa splendid business. I don’t 
know that I ever felt so glad of anything in my 
life,” and he dragged them away to his tent. 
Bathurst found, to his disappointment, that: 
intense as wasthe desire to push forward to 
Lucknow, the general opinion was that the 
eneral would not venture to risk his little 
orce in an operation that, with the means at 
his disposal, seemed wel!l nigh impossible, 
Cholera tad made considerable ravages, and he 
had but fifteen hundred bsyonets at his dis- 
posal, All that could be done pending the 
arrival of reinforcements was to prepare the 
way foran advance and showsro bolda front 
that the enemy would be compelled to draw a 
large force from Lucknow to oppose his ad- 
vance. 
A bridge of boats was thrown across the 
Ganges, and the force crossed the river and 
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III. ““T may not return, Isobel,” he had urged ; 
The next Ne 0S Sa t found Isobel | “it is of no use to blink the fact that we have 


H y aitting in = aaae court that had been | desperate fighting before us, and I should go 


into battle with my mind much more easy in 
oats into a sort of general room for ladies | +1) knowledge that come what might you were 
ay? Iam glad to 


on Miss provided for. The doctor tells me that he con- 
anes you, ee, siders you his adopted daughter, and that he 

“ might re t your words, Mr. Bathurst, | bas already drawn up a will leaving his savings 
see we have changed places. You are | to you; butI shoud like your future to come 

Soe Novalld and ot 1.” from me, dear, even if I am not to share it with 


“ »| you. Asyou know, I havea fine: state at home 
he are ah “eat at yyy yn oe aod I should like to think of you as its mis. 


° tress,” 
—. A tiation thet, I am a dreadful | And Isobel of course had given way, though 
figure still, and the doctor says that there will | 20¢ without protest. y 
be red scars for months, and that probably my You don’t know what I may be like yet, 
face will be always marked.” she said, half laughing, half in earnest. “I 
“The doctor is a croaker, Miss Hannay ; | ™ay carry these blotches to my grave. 
there is no occasion to trust him too implicitly. They are honorable scars, dear, as honor- 


able as any gained in battle. I hope, for your 
i ~ aaa —— ee sake, that (her will get better in time, but it 


He took a seat beside her. There were two | makes no difference to me». I know what you 
or three others in the court, but these were | Were and how you sacrificed your beauty. I 
upon the other side, quite out of hearing. suppose if I came back short of an arm or leg 

“T congratulate you, Mr. Bathurst,” she said | You would not make that an excuse for throw- 
quietly, “‘on yesterday. The doctor has, of ing me over. 
course, told meall about it. It can make no You ought to be ashamed of yourself for 
difference to us who know you, but I am | even thinking of such a thing, Ra!ph. 
heartily glad for your sake ; I can understand |. Well, dear, I don't know that I did think 
how great a difference it n. ust make to you.” it, but 1 am only putting a parallel case to your 

“Tt has made all the difference in the world,” | 9W2. No, you must give way; it is in all ways 
he replied. ‘’No one can tell the load it has | best. We will be married on the morning I 
lifted from my mind. I only wish it had taken | Start so as just to give time for our wedding 
place earlie™.” breakfast before I mount. i‘ 

“I know what you mean, Mr. Bathurst; the |, “It shall be as ycu wish,” she said softly. 
doctor has told me about that too. You may | “ You Know the estate without you would be 
wish that you had remained in the boat, but it | nothing to me, but I should like to bear your 
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was well for me that you did not. You would Ralph panty Bg owen ae eee adsense to net a miles 2 ee road ° 
have lost your li’e without benefiting me. I ’ i as - | Lucknow. Here the enemy, strongly posted, 
band. ButI believe you will ietu . Bathurst that amongst the despatches that he 
it . ee me barred the way, but they were attacked, and, had received from home that morning was a 


aghéuld be now in the well of Cawnpore, or 
worse, at Bithoor.”’ 

‘* That may be,” he said grav: ly, ‘* but it does 
not alter the fact.” 

**T have no reason to know why you consider 
ou should have stopp:d in the boat, Mr. 

athurst,” she went on quietly, but with a 
slight flush on her cheek. ‘‘I can perhaps 
guess by what you afterwards did for me by 
the risks you ran to save me, but I cannot go 
by guesses ; I think i have a right to know.” 

* You are making me say what I did not 
mean to say,” he exclaimed passionately, “at 
least not now, but you do more than guess, 


think I am getting superstitious and believe in 
all sorts of things since so many strange things 
have happened. Those pictures on the sinoke 
that came true, Rvujub sending you messages 
at Deennugghur, and Rabda making me hear 
her voice and sending me messages in prisor. 
I do not feel so miserable at the thought of 
your going into danger as I should doifI did 
not feel a sort of conviction that we shall meet 
again. People believe in pre:entiments of evil, 
why should they not believe in presentiments 
of good? At any rate, it is acomfort to me that 
I feel so, and I mean to go on believing it.” 


after hard fighting, defeated, with a loss of 
three hundred men and fifteen guns, 

In this fight the volunteer horses, who had 
been formed into a single troop, did gcod ser- 
vice. One of their two officers was killed ; and 
as the party last up from Allahabad were all 
full of Bathurst’s rescue of Miss Hannay from 
Cawnpore, and Wilson and the doctor influ- 
enced the others, he was chosen to fill the 
vacancy. 

There were two other fierce fights out at 
Busserutgunge, and then Bathurst had the 
satisfaction of advancing with the column 


Gazette, in which his name appeared among 
those to whom the Victoria Cross had been 
granted, 

**T congratulate you heartily, Mr. Bathurst,” 
the old officer said ; ‘‘I have had the pleasure 
of speaking in the highest terms of the me | 
= displayed in carrying my messages throug 

eavy fire a score of times during the late 
operations.” 

Great as the honor of the Victoria Cross al- 
ways is, to Bathurst it was much more than to 
other men, It was his rehabilitation. He need 
never fear now that his courage could be ques- 
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said. ‘‘No woman should love a coward.” 

*“*[ quite agree with you, but then I know 
that you are not a coward.” 

‘*Not when I jumped over and left you alone? 
It was the act of a cur.” 

**It was an act for which you were not really 
responsible. Had you been able to think, 
you would not have done so. I do not take the 
view the doctor does, and I agree with you, 
that a man loving a woman should first of all 
think of her and: f hersafety. So you thought 


after hisrame, The pleasure of Dr. Wade and 
Wilson was scarcely less than his own, The 
latter’s regiment had suffered very heavily in 
the struggle at Lucknow, and he came out of 
it a captain, having escapcd without a wound. 

A weck later Bathurst resigned his appoint- 
ment. There was still much to be done, and 
months of marching and fighting before the 
rebellion was quite stampcd out ; but there had 
now arrived a force ample to overcome all eg 
sition, and there was no longer a necessity for 


oe ; . ‘ 
ou know ; you krow that I love you.” Do so, Isobel. Of course there will be dan- | aga’nst Bithoor. Hereagain the enemy fought 
"And what do you know?” she asked softly. | ger, but the danger will be nothing to that we | sturdily, but were defeated with great slaugh- eee. —— a * ny ee had a 7 6s finish 
“I know that you ought not to love me,” he | have passed a together. The Sepoys will | ter, ard the Nana's palace was destroyed. fi 6 ver aa en ts 6 the ol ye e rite V c a 
no doubt fight hard, but already they must have When, after the arrival of Outram with rein- | or ever silenced now that he could write V. C. BEAUTIFUL 


begun to doubt, their confidence in victory n. ust 
be shaken, and they begin to fear retribution 
for their crimes. The fighting will, I think, be 
less severe gs the s'ruggle goes on, and at any 
rate the danger to us fighting as the assailants 
is as nothing tothat run when we were little 
groups surrounded by a country in arms, 

‘* The news that has come through from Luck- 
now is that for some time at any rate the 
garrison are confident they can hold out, while 
at Delhi we know that our position is becoming 


forcements, the column set out for Lucknow, 
the volunteers did not accompany them, as 
they would have been useless in street fighting 
and were therefore detailcd to form part of the 
little force left at Cawnpore to hold the city 
and check the rebels, parties of whom were 
swa! mig round it. 

The officer in command of the troop died of 
cholera a few days after Havelock'’s column 
started up, and Bathurst succeeded him, The 
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when you could think, but you were no more 
responsible for your aciion than a madman for 
a murder committed wlien in a state of frenzy. 
It was an impulse you could not control. Had 

ou, after the impulse had passed, come down 

ere, believing as you might well have believed, 
that it was a_solutely impossible to rescue me 
from my fate, it would have been different. 
But the moment you came to yourself you de- 
liberately took every risk and showed how 
brave you were when master of yourself. Iam 
speaking plainly, perhaps more piainly than I 
ought to. But I should despise myself had I 
not the courage to speak out when so much is 
at stake, and afterall you have done for me. 
You love me ?” 

“ You know that I love you.” 

*“ And I love you,” the girl said ; ‘‘ more than 
that, I honor and esteem you. Iam proud of 
your love. Iam jealous for your honor as for 
my own, and I hold that honor to be spotless. 
Even now, even with my happiness at stake, I 
could not speak so plainly had I not spoken so 
cruelly and wrongly bcfore. I did not know 
you then as I know you now, but having said 
what I thought then, Iam bound to say what 
I think now, if only asa penance. Did I hesi- 
tate todo so, I should be less grateful than 
that poor Indian girl, who was ready, as she 
said, to give her life for the life you had 
saved.” 

‘Had you spoken so bravely but two days 
since,” Bathurst said, taking her hand, ‘I would 
have said, ‘I love you too well, Isobel, to link 

our fate to that of adi graced mar,’ but now 
Thave it in my power to retrieve niyself, wipe 
out the unhappy memory of my first failure, 
and still more to restore the self-respect which 
I have lo-t during the last month. But to do 
so I must stay here; I must bear part in the 
terrible struggle there will be before this 
mutiny is put down, India reconquered, and | 8° “ 
Cawnpore revenged.” picious character. ka 

“IT will not try to prevent you,” Isobel said. “* How do you mean, doctor? 

““T feel that it would be wrong to do so, I ‘* Well, my dear, if the washerwoman to 
could not honor you as I do, if for my sake you | Whom you:end your assortment at the end of 
turned away now. Eventhough I knew I should | the voyage is an honest woman, she will prob. 
never 82e you again, I would rather that you | @bly give information to the police that you 
had died sothan lived with even the shadow | must be a receiver of stolen property, as your 
of dishonor on your name, I shall suffer, but | garments are all marked with different 
there are hundreds of other women whose hus. | ames. 

bands, lovers or sons are in the fray, and I **It will look suspicious, doctor, but I must 
shall not flinch more than they do from giving | 1un the risk of that till I can re mark them. 
my dearest to the work of avenging our mur-|! can do a good deal that way before I 
dered friends and winning back Ind’‘a.” sail. It is likely we shall be another fortnight 

So quietly had they been talking that no | atleast befvre we can start for Calcutta. I 
thought of how momentous their conversation | don t mean to take the old names out, out+hall 
had been, had entered the minds of the ladies | mark my initials over them and the word, 
sitting working but a few paces away. One, ‘from.’ Then they will always serve as me- 
indeed, had remarked to another, “I thought | men‘os of ihe kindness of everyone here.” 
when Dr. Wade was telling us how Mr. Bath Early on the morning cf the wedding a 
urst had rescued that unfortunate girl with the | native presented himself at the gate of the 
disfigured face at Cawnpore, that there was a | fort, and on being allowed to enter with a 
romance in the case, but I don’t see any signs | letter, of which he was the bearer, for Miss 
of it. They are good friends, of course, but | Hannay, handed her a parcel which proved to 
there is nothing lover-like in their way of talk- | contein a very handsome and valuanle set of 
jewelry, with a slp of paper on which were 
the words, ‘‘ From Rabda.” 

The doctor was in high spirits at the break- 
fast, to which everybody sat down directly after 
the wedding. In the first place, his greatest 
wish was gratified, and in the second he was 
about to start to take part in the work of retri- 
bution. 

**One would think you were just starting on 
a pleasure party, doctor,” Isobel said. 

‘It is worth all the pleasure parties in tle 


stronger every day ; the reinforcements are be- 
ginning to arrive from England, and though the 
work may be slow at first, our army will swell, 
while their strength wil diminish, until we 
sweep them before us. I need not-stop until 
the end, only till the peril is over, till Lucknow 
is relievcd, and Delhi captured. 

** As we agreed,I have already sent in my 
resignation in the service, and shall fight as a 
volunteer only. If we hzve to fight our way 
into Lucknow cavzelry will be useless, and I 
sball apply to be attached to one of the infantry 
regiments ; having served before, there will be 
no difficulty about that. I think there are sure 
to be plenty of vacancies. Six months will as- 
suredly see the force of the rebellion altogether 
broken. No doubt it will take much longer 
crushing it out altogether, for they will break 
up into scattered bodies, and it may bea long 
work before these are hunted down, but when 
the nee of the rebellion is broken I can 
leave with honor. 

There were but few preparations to be made 
for the wedding. Great interest was felt in 
the fort in the event, for Isobel’s rescue from 
Bithoor and Cawnpore, when all others who 
h:d fallen into the power of the Nana had 
fallen, had been the one bright spot in the 
gloom ; and there would have been a general 
feeling of disappointment had not the romance 
had the usual termination. 

Isobel’s presents were numerous and of a 
most useful character, for they took the form 
of articles of clothing, and her trousseau was a 
varied and extensive one. 

Tue doctor said to her the evening before the 
event, “* You ought to hive a certificate from 
the authorities, Isobel, saying how you came 
into possession of your wardrobe, otherwise 
when you get back to England you will very 
soon come to be looked upon as a most sus- 


ing.” 

§ thought Dr. Wade when he came in and 
saw them sitting there, and gave vent to his 
feeling in a grunt of dissatisfaction. 

* It is like driving pigs to market,” he said. 
*“*They won't go the way I want them to, out of 
pure contrariness.” 

“It is all settled, doctor,” Bathurst said, ris- 
ing. ‘Shake hands; it is to you I owe my 
happiness chiefly.’ 

** Isobel, my dear, give me a k!ss,” the doctor 





exclaimed, ‘‘Il am glad, my dear; I am glad | world, my dear. I have always been a hunter, 
with all my heart. And what have you settled | and this time it is human ‘tigers’ I am going 
beside tha. ? in pursuit of, besides which,” he said,in a 


quieter tone, *‘ I hope I am going tocure as well 
as kill. I shall only be a soldier when I am not 
wanted asadoctor. A man who really loves 
his profession, asI do, is always glad to exer- 
cise it, and I fear I shall have ample opportuni- 
ties that wag ; besides, dear, there is nothing 
like being cheerful upon an occasion of this 
kind. The longer we laugh, the less time there 
is for tears,” 

And so the party did not break up until it 
was nearly time for the little troop to start. 
Then there was a brief, passionate parting, and 
the volunteer horse e away to Cawnpore. 
Almost the first person they met as they rode 
into the British lines was Wilson, who gave a 
shout of joy at seeing the doctor and Bathurst. 

**My dear Bathurst,” he exclaimed, “ then 
you fot safe down. Did you rescue Miss Han- 


na 

Ty had that good for.une, Wilson.” 

“Tam giad. I am giad,” the young fellow 
said, shaking his hand violently, while the 
tears stood in h’s eyes. ‘“‘I know you were 
right in sending me away, but I have regretted 
it ever since. know I should have nin 
the way, but it seemed such a mean thing for 


“We have settled that Iam to go home as 
soon as I can go down country, and he is going 
up with you and the others to Cawnpore.” 

“ That is right,” the doctor said heartily. ‘I 
told you that was what he would decide upon, 
It is right that he should doso, No man ought 
to turn his face to the coast till Lucknow is 
relieved and Delhi is captured. I thank God it 
has al] cc me right at last. I began to be afraid 
that Bathurst's wrong-headedness was going 
to mar both your lives,” 

The news had already come down that Have- 
lock had found that it would be absolutely im- 
possible with the small force at his command 
to ht his way into Lucknow through the 
multitude of foes that surrounded it, and that 
he must wait until reinforcements arrived. 
There was, therefore, no urgent hurry, and it 
was not until ten days later that asecond troop 
of volunteer horse, composed of civilians un- 
able to resume their duties and officers whose 

ments had mutivied, started for Cawnpore. 

an hour before they mounted, Isobel 

Hannay and Bathurst were married by the 

chaplain in the fort, This was at Bathurst's 
earnest wish. 























work was very arduous, the men teing almost 
constantly in their saddles, and having fre- 
quent encounters with the enemy. They were 
again much disappointed at bing left behind 
when Sir Colin Campbell advanced to the relief 
of Havelock and the garrison, but did more 
than their share of fightingin ihe desperate 
struggle when the mutineers of the Gwallior 
contingent attacked the force at Cawnpore 
during the absence of the relieving column, 
Here they were almost annihilated in a desper 
ate charge which saved the 64th frcm being cut 
= — at the most critical momcnt of the 
ght. 

Wilson came out of the struggle with the loss 
of his left arm and twoor three serious wounds, 
He had been cut off and surrounded, and was 
falling from his horse when Bathurst cut his 
way to his rescue, and lifting him into his 
saddle before him succeeded, after desperate 
fighting, in carrying him off, himself receiving 
several wounds, none of which, however, were 
severe. The action had been noticed, and 
Bathurst’s name was sent in for the Victoria 
Cross. As the troop had dwindled to a dozen 
sabres he applied to Sir Colin Cam, bell, whose 
column had arrived in time to save the force at 
Cawnpore and to defeat the enemy, to be at- 
tached to a regiment as a volunteer. The gen- 
era', however, at once offered him a post as an 
aide de oe to himself, as his perfect knowl- 
edge of the language would render him of great 
use; and he gladly accepted the offer. 

With the rescued party from Lucknow was 
the doctor. 

“By the way, Bathurst,” he said, on the 
evening of his return, “I met an old acquaint- 
ance in Lucknow ; you would never guess who 
.6 was—Forster.” 

‘* You don’t say so, doctor!” 

* Yes; it seems he was hotly pursued, but 
managed to shake the Sowars off. At that 
time the garrison was not so closely besieged 
as it afterwards was. He knew the country 
well, and made his way across it until within 
sight of Lucknow. At night he rode right 
through the rebels, swam the river and gained 
the Residency. He distinguishid himself 
greatly through the siege, but had been des- 
perately wounded the day before we marched 
in. He was in a ward that was handed over to 
me directly I got there, and I at once saw that 
his case was a hopeless one. The poor fellow 
was heartily gl to see me. Of course he 
knew nothing of what had taken place at Deen- 
nugghur after he had left, and was very much 
cut up when be heard the fate of almost a'l the 
garrison. He listencd quietly when I to'd him 
how you had rescued Isobel and of your mar- 
riage. He was tlilent, and then said: ‘I am 
glad to hear it, doctor. I am glad tohear that 
she escaped. Bathurst fa'rly won her. I never 
dreamt that she cared for him. Well, it seems 
he wasn’t a coward after all. And you say he 
has resigned and come up as a volunteer in- 
stead of going home with her? That is plucky, 
anyhow. Well, lamglad. I should not have 
been if I hadn't been like this, doctor; but now 
I am out of the running for good it makes no 
odds to me either way. If ever ycu see him 
again, you tell him I said I was glad. I expect 
he will make her a deucedly better husband 
than I should have cone. I never liked Bath- 
urst, but I expect it was because he was a 
better fellow than most of us—that was at 
school, you know—and of course I did not take 
to him at Deennugghur. No one could have 
taken to a man there who could not stand fire, 
But you say he has got over that, so that is all 
right. Anyhow, I have no doubt he will make 
her happy. Tell her I am glad, doctor, I 
thought at one time—but that is no odds now. 
Iam glad you are out of it too.’ 

**And then he rambled on about shooting 
tigers, and did not say anything more sensible 
until late that night. I was sitting by him; 
he had been unconscious for some time, and he 
opened his eyes suddenly and said, ‘Tell them 
both I s= glad,’ and those were the last words 
he spoke.” 

“He was a brave soldier, a fine fellow in 
many ways,” Bathurst said; ‘‘if he had been 
brought up differently he would have been a 
grand fellow, with all his gifts, but I fancy he 
never got any home training. Well, Iam glad 
he didn’t die as we supposed, without a friend 
beside him, on his way to Lucknow, and that 
he fell after doing his duty tothe women and 
chi'dren there.” 

Wilson refused to go home after the loss of 
his arm, and as soon as he recove was ap- 
pointed to one of the Sikh regimeats, and took 
pert in the final conquest of Lucknow two 
months after the fight at Cawnpore. A fort- 
night after the conclusion of that terrible 
struggle, Sir Colin Campbell announced to 




























the service of civilians. As he had already left 
the service of the company he was his own 
master, and therefore started at once for Cal- 
cutta. 

* T shall not be long tefore I follow you,” the 
doctor said, as they spent their last evening to- 
gether. ‘I shall wait and see this out, and 
then retire. Ishould have liked to have gone 
home with you, but itis out of the question. 
Our hands are full, and Jikely to be for some 
time, so I must ee 

Bathurst ogee for a day at Patna to see 
Rujub and his davghter. He was received as 
an expected guest, and after spending a few 
hours with them he continued his journey. At 
Calcutta he found a letter awaiting him from 
I:otel, saying that she had arrived safely in 
England, and should stay with her mother until 
his arrival, and there he found her. 

“*T expected you to day,” she said, after the 
first rapturous greeting wes over. “Six Weeks 
ago I woke in the middle of the night and 
heard Rabda’s voice distinc'ly say, ‘He has 


' been with us to-day ; he is safe and well ; he is 


on his way to you.’ As I knew how long you 
would take going down from Patna, I went the 
next day to tke office and found which steamer 

ou would catch and when she would arrive. 

y mother and sister both regarded me as a 
little out of my mind when I said you would 
be back this week. They have not the slightest 
belief in what I told them about Rujub, and 
insist that it is all a sort of hallucination 
brought on by my sufferings. Perhaps they 
wi'l believe now.” 

** Your face is wonderfully better,” he said 
presently. ‘‘The marks seem dying out, and 
you look a'most like your old self.” 

© Yes,” she said. ‘I have been to one of the 
great doctors, and he says that he thinks the 
scars will quite disappear in time.” 

Isobel Bathurst has never again received any 
distinct message from Rabda, but trom time to 
time she has consciousness, wien sitting 

uietly alone, that the girl is with her in 
thought. Every year letters and presents are 
exchanged, and to the end of their lives ske 
and her husband will feel that their happiness 
is chiefly due to her and her father—Rujub the 
Juggler. 
THE END. 





Professional Pride. 


Jaggers (to Dr. Paresis)—You know Dr, 
Kapsool, I suppose ? 

Dr. Paresis (coldly)—He’s no doctor. Why, 
sir, he advertises! 

Jaggers (half an hour later, to Dr, Rapece))— 
By the way, doctor, I was talking to Dr. Molar 
yesterday, and—— 

Dr. Kapsool (interrupting)—My dear Jaggers, 
will you tell me please, why you dignify Molar 
with the title doctor? Don’t you know that he 
is nothing but a dentist ? 

Jaggers (next day, to Dr. Mola:)—Now, this 
man on the next street, Dr, Powders—— 

Dr. Molar (hastily)—Dr, Powders! You 
surely don’t mean to apply the dignified prefix 
doctor to an ordinary veterinary surgeon? You 
were surely joking, Jaggers. 

Jaggers (second day after, to Dr. Powder: )— 
Dr. Paresis was telling me the other day that 
this sort of weathc r—— 

Dr. Powders (with a deprecatory gesture)— 
Don’t talk to me about Paresis! He's no 
doctor. Why, sir, if Ihada yellow dog that 
was sick I wouldn't trust the casetohim, He 
ought to be a butcher. 


A Cool Spot. 


There’s one cool on earth—yes, one. 
O, could I clutch to my heart 

And all day long just hang upon 
The back step of the ice-man’s cart | 
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She Spoke Without Thinking. 
Dolly—It’s absurd of you to say I am thirty. 
enone you know you were born in ‘60, 
and—— 

Dolly (indignantly )}—It does not matter. You 
might argue from now until doomsday and 
then I wouldn’t be a day older. 
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Good Game. 
**Did yo’ hab any luck gunnin’ fo’ birds, Mr. 
Shootley ?” 
*“Yes, indeed, honey—two roosters, one 


pullet, an’ a shanghai.” 








Accommodating Herself. 


She—I want to look at some bustles. 

Clerk—Why, madam, bustles are no longer 
worn. 

She—You don’t know what you are talking 
of. I am going to visit friends in St. Louis. 
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The Rheumatic Tire. 


Mrs. Buskom—What is the matter with Mr. 
Green? He looks dreadful. 
Mrs. Green—He’s been learning to ride a 





bicycle, and he thinks the rheumatic tire was 
too much for him. 
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The Sixth Bench. 


She was in earnest; h> was not. 





perience of the woman. 


of them kept. 

Hector 
resolutions, a theory of color and a small al- 
lowance. Paris played havoc with all of these. 
Ha was engaged to a nice girl at home, who be- 
lieved him destined to become & great painter 
—a delusion which McLane shared. 


He entered with great zest into the life of 


a Parisian art student, but somehow the ex- 
ate pe did not equal his anticipations. What 

e had read in books—poetry and prose—had 
thrown a halo around the Latin quarter, and 
he was therefore disappointed in finding the 
halo missing. The romance was sordid and 
mercenary, and after a few months of it he 
yearned for something better. 

In Paris you may have nearly everything— 
except the something better. It exists, of 
course, but it rarely falls in the way of the 
usually impecunious art student, So it hap- 
pened, that a3 luck was not against the young 
= — he found it when he abandoned the search 
or it. 

McLane’s theory was tha‘ art had become too 
sonbre. The world was running overmuch 
after the subdued in color. He wanted to be 
able to paint things as they were, and was 
not to be deterred if his pictures were 
called gavdy. He obtained p2rmission to 
set up his easel in the Church of Notre 
Dam3, and in the dim light there he 
endeavored to place on canvas some sem- 
blance of the splendor of color that came 
through the huge rose window high above him. 
He was discouraged to see how opaque the 
colors in the canvas were as compared with the 
translucent hues of the great window. As he 
leaned back with a sigh of defeat, his wandering 
eyes met, for one brief instant, something 
more beautiful than the stained glass, as the 
handiwork of God mus: always b3 more beauti- 
ful than the handiwork of man. The fleeting 
glimpse was of a melting pair of dark limpid 
eyes, which, meeting his, were instantly veiled, 
and then he hada longer view of the sweet 
face they belon to. It was evident that the 
young girl had n admiring his work, which 
was more than he could hope to have the pro- 
fessor at Julien’s do. Lack of assurance was 
never considered, even by his dearest friend, to 
be among McLane’s failings. He rose from his 
painting stool, bowed, and asked her if she 
would not sit down for a moment: she could 
see the—the—painting so much better. The 

irl did not answer, but turned a frightened 

ook upon him, and fled under the wing of her 

kneeling duenna, who had not yet finished her 
devotions. It was evident that the prayers of 
the girl had been briefer than those of the old 
woman in whose charge she was. Where the 
need is greater the prayer is often the shortest. 
McLane had one more transitory glimpse of 
those dark eyes as he held open the swinging 
door. The unconscious woman and the con- 
scious girl passed out of the churc4. 

This was how it began. 

The painting of the colored window of Notre 
Dame now occup‘ed almost all the time at the 
disposal of Hector McLane. No great work is 
ever accomplished without unwearied persever- 
anc». It was remarkable that the realization 
of this truth came upon him just after he had 
definitely made up his miaod to abandon the 
task. Before he allowed the swinging door to 
close he had resolved to pursue his study in 
color. It thus happened, incidentally, that he 
saw the young girl — and again, always at 
the same hour, and always with the same com- 
panion. Oace he succeeded, unnoticed by the 
elder, in slipping a note into her hand, which 
he was pleased and flattered to see she retained 
and concealed. Another day he had the joy of 
having a few whisperei words with her in the 
dim shadow of one of the gigantic pillars. 
After that. progress was comparatively easy. 


Her name was Yevette, he learned, and he 
was amused to find with what expert dexterity 
a perfectly guileless and innocent little creature 
such as she was managed to elude the vigilanc:3 
of the oe and experienced woman waio had 
her in charge. The stolen interviews usually 
took place in the little park behind Notre 
Dame. There they sat on a bench facing the 
fountain, or walked up and down on the 
crunching gravel under the trees. In the 
a‘ternoons they walked in the secluded part of 
the park, in the shadow of the great church. 
It was her custom to send him dainty little 
notes telling him when she expected to be in 
the park, giving the number of the bench, for 
sometimes the duenna could not be eluded and 
was seated there with Yevette. On these oc- 
casions McLane had to content himself with 
gazing from afar. 

She was so much in earnest that the par- 
ticular emotion which occupied the place of 
conscience in McLane’s being was troubled. 
He thouzht of the nice girl at home, and 
fervently hoped nothing of this would ever 
reach her ears. No matter how careful a 
man is, chance sometimes plays him a scurvy 
trick. McLane remembered instances, and re- 
gretted the world was so small. Som:2times a 
cry of recognition from one on the pavement to 
a comrade in the park, shouted across the iron 
railings, sent a shiver through McLane. Art 
students had an uncomfortable habit of roam- 
ing everywhere, and they were boisterous in 
hailing an acquaintance. Besides, they talked 
and McLane dreaded having his little intrigue 
the joke of the school. At any moment an 
objectionable art student might drop into the 
park to sketch the fountain, or the nurses aud 
children, or the back of the cathedral at one 
end of the park, or even the iow, gloomy, unim- 
posing front of the morgue at the other. 

He was an easy-going young fellow, who 
hated trouble, and perhaps, knowing that the 
inevitable day of reckoning was approaching, 
this accounted for the somewhat tardy awaken- 
tng of his conscience. 

e sometimes thought it would be best simply 
to leave Paris without any explanation, but he 
remembered that she knew his address, having 
written to him often, and that by going to the 
school she could easily fiad out where his home 
was. So if there was to be ascene it was: much 
better that ic should take place in Paris, rather 
than where the nice girl lived. 

He nerved himself up many times to make 
the explanation and bring on the avalanche, 
but when the time came he postponed it. 
But the inevitable ultimately arrives, He 
had some difficulty at first in getting her to 
underatand the situation clearly, but when he 
at last succeeded there was no demonstration. 
She merely kept her eyes fixed on the grarel 
and gently withdrew her hand from his. To 
his surprise she did not cry nor even answer 
him, but walked silently to and fro with down- 
cast eyes in the shadow of the church, No one, 
he said, would ever occupy the place in his 
heart that she held. He was engaged to the 
other girl, but he had not known what love 
was until he met Yevette. He was bound to 
the other girl by ties he could not break, which 
was quite true, because the nice girl had a rich 
father. He drew such a pathetic picture of the 
loveless life he must in the future lead, that a 
great wave of self-pity surged up within him 
and his voice wavered. He felt almost resent- 
ful that she should take the separation in such 
an unemotionai manner. When a man gets 
what he most desires he is still unsatisfied. 
This was exactly the way he hoped she would 


take it. 
All things come to an end, even explana- 


tions. 
** Well, good-bye, Yevette,” he said, holding 
out his hand. She hesitated an instant, then, 
without looking up, placed her small palm in 


his. 

They stood thus for a moment under the 
trees, while the fountain beside them plashed 
and trickled musically. The shadow of the 
church was slowly creeping towards them over 
the gravel. The park was deserted, except by 
themselves. She eee gents to withdraw her 
hand, which he retained. 













When that 
state of things exists everything may happen. 
The occurrence may be commonplace, comic or 
tragic, depending on the temperament and ex- 
In this instance the 
result was merely an appointment—which both 


cLane came to Paris with noble 


possible that she had heard anything. 


There had 
pily she had discovered it before it was too late. 
S4e bitterly reproached herself, takinz three 
pages to do it in, and on the fourth page he 
gathered that she would be married by the 
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He—My, my, how the trees outside there are moaning and sighing to day. 
She—So would you if you were as full of green apples as they are. 


Explained 





has an eye to effect, but would not descend to unworthy 
means to secure either. Sympathy and almost infallible 
j idgment io difficult matters, a very strong and persistent 
purpose, constancy in sff.ction and conservatiem are 
shown. Writer is perhaps a little fond of display and, 
while well able to express sentiment, should be careful to 
prune” a little. The general disposition is sunny and 
lovable, and all the strongest tendencies are elevating. 
EVANGELINS.—Some force and great positiveness are 
shown in this writing. Refinement and gentleness are lack- 
ing. It evinces more masculine than f2minine traits. The 
writer is headstrong, perhaps bigoted in opinion, rather 
pretediess and apt to speak hastily and over frankly, pro- 
biy gives little for appearances, nor care in details. A 
certain impulse guides many actions, which might be toned 
down and refined. Writer is fond of her own way, and 
prone to think little of the feeli »gs of others; at the same 
time has good perception and sense, and would be honest 
and true in dealings. Temper is good and heart generous. 
As a man I could understand you, Evangeline ; as a girl lI 
must confess you puzz'e me, unless you're q tite young. 


Pxoais —1. I hope by this time you are an accomplished 
rider, but in case you are not, the only “ pointer” I can 
give you in such limited space is to get a first-rate in- 
structor. I know so-called instructors who never told their 
— the use of the braks, nor even how to balance until 
serious mishaps proclaimed their ignorance. One other 
= sg is to have proper ‘cycling garments and shoes 

hen I see girls trying to learn to wheel in voluminous 
print gowns and starchy skirts and high-heeled shoes it 
makes me tired, almost as tired as they are! 2 I did not 
find the roads in that locality very bad. They were dusty, 
but que voulez.vous? It hadn’t rained for nine weeks ! 
3 I am at present riding a pneumatic Raglan and don’t 
fiad anything wrong with it. 4 Certainly you can wheel 
into the country, escorted by a gentleman. Wheeling is 
not buggy riding, and all the wheeling women have good 
level heads and common sense I have yet to meet the ficet 
foolish woman—'cyclist. You might get a baby seat and 
take some juvenile out on it if you feel uncomfortable 
without a third party, but I don’t believe you are such an 
ase. 5 Your writing shows great animation and some 
power of ——_ and action; gocd method, slight Jack of 
taste, generveity and self-assertion are plain, temper is 
variable, but rather attractive and common sense good. 





Thought He Could Hear It. 


‘ Niece—Here’s your ear-trumpet, Uncle Can- 
eer. 

Uncle Canteer—I guess I won't take it to- 
night. I read in the paper that the lecturer 
has been heard from Maine to California, 





De Senectute 
Cholly —Peters, how old am I? 
Peters—Eizhteen to morrow, sir. 
Cholly—Deah me! Peters, look carefully for 
gray hairs this morning —T7ruth. 








No Hurry. 
Mistress—You know how to make bread I 
presume ? 
New Girl—No, mum. No use learnin’ such 
things till after I gets married. 








‘* Have you nothing to say to me, Yevette?” 


he asked, with a touch of reproach in his voice. 
She did not answer. He held her fingers, 
which were slipping from his grasp, and the 
shadow touched her feet. 
& Yevette, you will at least kiss me good- 


bye? 

She quickly withdrew her hand from his, 
shook her head and turned away. He watched 
her until she was out of sight, and then walked 
slowly towards his rooms on the Boulevard St, 
Germain. His thoughts were not comfortable. 
He was disappointed in Yevette. She was so 


clever, so witty, that he had at least expected 


she would have said somethirg cutting, which 
he felt he thoroughly deserved. He had no 
idea she could be so heartless. Then his 
thoughts turned to the nice girl at home. She, 
too, had elements in her character that were 


somewhat bewildering to an honest young 


Her letters for a long time had been in- 
It couldn’t be 
Still, 
there was nothing so easy as point-blank 


man. 
frequent and unsatisfactory. 


denial, and he would see to that when he 
reached home, 


An explanation awaited him in his rooms on 
the boulevard. There was a foreign stamp on 
the envelope, and it was from the nice girl. 
een @ mistake, she wrote, but hap- 


time he had the letter. There appeared to ba 


no doubt that the nice girl fully realized how 


basely she had treated a talented, hard-work- 
ing, aspiring, sterling young man, but the reali- 


zation had not seemingly postponed the ringing 


of the wedding bells to any appreciable extent. 

Young McLane crushed the letter in his 
hand and used strong language, as, indeed, he 
was perfectly justified in doing. He laughed a 
hard, dry laugh at the perfidy of woman. Taen 
his thoughts turned towards Yevette. What 
a pity it was she was not rich! Like so man 
other noble, talented men, he realized he coul 
not marry a poor woman. Suddenly it occurred 
to him that Yevette might not be poor. The 
more he pondered over the matter the more 
astonished he was that he had ever taken her 
poverty for granted. She dressed richly and 
that cost money in Paris. He remembered that 
she wore a watch which flashed with jewels on 
one occasion when he had seen it for a moment. 
He wished he had postponed his explanation 
for one more day; still that was something 
easily remedied. e would tell her he hai 
thrown over the other girl for her sake. Like 
a pang there came to him the remembrance 
that he did not know her aidress, nor even her 
family name. Still she would be sure to visit 
the little park. and he would haunt i: until she 
came. ne haunting would give additional 
point to his story of eee: ove. Anyhow, 
nothing could be done that night. 

In the morning he wa; overjoyed to receive a 
letter from Yevette, and he was more than 
pleased when he read its contents. It asked 
for one more meeting behind the church, 

** 1] could not tell you to-day,” she wrote, “all 
I felt. To-morrow you shall know if you meet 
me. Do not fear that I will reproach you. You 
will receive this letter in the morning. At 
twelve o'clock I shall be waiting for you on the 
sixth bench on the row south of the fountain— 
the sixth banch—the farthest from the church. 

** YEVETTE.” 

McLane was overjoyed at his good luck. 
He felt that he hardly merited it. He was 
early at the spot and sat down on the last bench 
of the row facing the fountain. Yevette had 
not yet arrived, but it was still half an hour 
before the time. McLane read the morning 
popes and waited. At last the balls all around 

im chimed the hour of twelve. She did not 
come. This was unusual, but always possible. 
She might not have succeeded in getting away. 
The quereer and then the half hour passed be- 
fore McLane b2gan to suspec: that he had heen 
made the victim of a practical joke. .He dis- 
missed the thought. Such a thing was so un- 
like her, He walked around the little park, 


hoping he had mistaken the row of benches, | 


She was not there. He read the letter again, 
It was plain enough—the sixth bench. He 
counted the benches, beginning at the church. 
One—two—three—four—five, There were only 
five benches in the row. 

As he gazed stupidly at the fifth bench a man 
beside him said : 

‘* That is the bench, sir.” 

“What do you mean?” cried McLane, turn- 
ing toward him, astonished at the remark. 

‘It was there that the young girl was found 
dead this morning—poisoned they say.” 

McLane stared at him—and then he said 


busy: 
* Who—who was she?” 

“Nobody knows that—yet. We will soon 
know, for were’ as you see, is going into 
the morgue, She’s the only one on the bench 
to-day. Better go before the crowd gets 
greater. I have been twice.” 

McLane sank on the seat and drew his hand 
across his forehea, 

He knew she was waiting for him on the 
sixth bench—the farthest from the church.— 
Luke Sharp in Detroit Free Press. 





She— What would you do if you were rich ? 
He—Ask you to be my wife. 








A Dry Goods Genius 
Clerk—How shall I mark these goods? 
Old Tapeyard—Just figure out fifty per cent. 
profit and add seven odd cente, so the women 
will think it’s a bargain, 













Correspondence Coupon. 


The above coupon must accompany every grapho- 
logical study sent in. The Editor requests correa- 
pondents to observe the following rules: 1. Graphological 
studies must consist of at least six lines of original matter, 
including several capital letters. 2. Letters will be an- 
ewered in their order, unless under unusual circumstances. 
Correspondents need not take up their own and the editor's 
time by writing reminders and requeste for haste. 8. Quo- 
tations, scraps or postal cards are not studied. 4. Please 
address Correspondence Column. Enclosures unless ac- 
companied by coupons are not studied. 

Anxtous —I delineated your writing months ago. 
you not see it ? 

Son or THE HsgatHeR —Are your poetic sentiments 
original? I think they are not, and you know q 10tations 
are not admissable as studies You can send me af:w 
lines of less compromising confzesions, and I will study 
them as soon as they arrive. 

Jutta V.—This is rather a refiaed and sensitive nature, 
discreet but frank, slightly nervous, and though constant 
and determiaed yet apt to dep32d on others; strong 
opisions and economical habits, love of order and c1re for 
detai!, not very great love of ease, and decided individu- 
ality are shown. 

Tuomas —There is some lack of care in your writing, but 
it is a good honest business hand. It shows some energy, 
ambition, hope and generosity, very fi1e tenacity of pur- 
prse, excellent constancy aud not great = for change ; 
discretion and caution are in word and deed, with good 
enterprise and a decided appreciation of life’s good things. 

Lucits—1 Ideality and originil and independent 
thought are shown; love cf society, bit excellent dis>re- 
tion ; = taste. refinement, self-control and constanc: 
are visible ; decided persistence in eff srt, excel ent method 
and due regard for detail, capability of warm affection and 
love of ease and comfort. 2. I not possibly say, but 
in the above delineation I see nothing to hinder. 

GALATEA.—1 Please read rules in refsrence to your en- 
closure. Your own writing shows force of will, rather a 
lively nature, some temper, taste for art, love of ease, rather 
lack of sympathy and decidei independence, with some 
originality. You are passably cautious, constant and con- 
tented, and can say a smart thing on occasion; rather a 
em mind, and a sturdy energy lends tone to this 

dy. 

Pansiss —Your writing shows rather a practical nature, 

2d ability, some refinement, a rather caustic and quick 

mper, — in fancy and rather good method, love of 
order and perfect work. You are not buoyant, not apt to 
be led away by visionary plans, rather quite the reverse 
I think you would succeed in any position req iiring good 
—* rather than originality, and you are to be 





Professor— You seem to be very dull. When 
Alexander the Great was your age he had 
already conquered the world. 

Student— Well, you see he had Aristotle for 
a teacher. If he had had you it would have 
been very different. 





Did 


Generosity’s Reward. 





Tom Bigbee— My poor fellow—come up to my 
rooms this evening and I will give you a suit of 
clothes. 


Jusivs Brotvus.—Strong impulse and will, rather erratic 
tendencies, some love of novelty and excitement, subj sct to 
moods, but decidedly amiable; has taste, but either from 
indolence or lack of opportunity has not thoroughly de- 
veloped it. Can adapt himself to circumstances, ani 
though not indiffsrent would be rather disposed to take 
things as they came so far as creature comforts are con- 
cerned. Very reasonable, and the practical much stronger 
than the romantic. Altogethera sensible and canny soul, 
though at times wayward ; always honest and reliable. 


Marevusrits M, Lindsay.—1. The Lake Magazine, pub- 
lished in Toronto. 2 Articles are sent in on subj :cte, 
selected by the author, acoording to his circumstances, 
knowledge and the general public interest at the time 
For instance, an article on Crog1et or the Franco-Prussian 
War would be consigned to the W. P. B., able though they 
might b3, on account of their lack of interest at the present 
time. I suppose editors sometimes req iest well known 
writers to take certaia subj acts, before the public, and write 
on them, but one has to have some reputation beforehand. 

Suwarrow —1. Hasty and impulsive feeling, tact, sym- 
pathy and some sense of humor are shown. Writer is 
somewhat selfish, but not in a disagreeable or mean way, 
has suffi sient imagination to flavor his good busiaess ideas, 
and a very healthy belief in himself. I am afraid he is also 
uncertain in his affections, and though fond of good things 
too apt to want them as hisdue. 2 I think your writing 
legible ad attractive, and the general make-up of the 
letter unaffzcted and oreditable. Sometimes I am afraid 
you think too much of what people think of you and are 
disposed to fancy things. 

Perriexity —I am always ready to oblidge you, my dear. 
Won’t you please spell it withouta “‘d.” It sounds less 
Gampy Your writing shows carelessness, formalism and 
lack of originality, excessive ideality and ex rated 
notions Be practical, sort your letters iato words, dot 
your ‘'i’s* and oross your *‘t’s,” don’t be eo egotistical 
and self-assertive, spare some thoughts for your neighbors, 
cultivate your taste, and for meroy’s sake study to express 





Mrs, Goldust—Are you sure that isthe Mr. 
Thomas Bigbee we met at the Pier last year? 

Caramella Goldust—I'm sure. And he has 
on the same suit of clothes he wore then. Who 
would have believed so nice a man could ever 
become so bloated and degraded looking in one 
short year ! 











yourself eo that one can tell what you mean. Perplexity’s 
your name, and perp'exity’s my condition after wading TJACOB CURES 
through your one solitary sentence. a ; RHEUMATISM, 
Pa-Ti-Tancs —That is the nom de pi a ee wee, \), ¥ a rs 
though I don't know if you intended it to go just that way. re \ ; 
Te study hae a Toronto agerest. is are mactodiy ideal TRADE Pox WF MARK ° NEURALCIA, 
istic, impatient and quick-tempered. e same time iS a 
our thanght ie deliberate, and your ¢ffort marked. I < f ad iS See LU MBACO, 
3 ink — _— tr 4 ee te be best = a ii pas - oneR . 
udgment ie rather uncertain a manner vivacioue. = TH 
Writer has enough de vision and is neither unduly hope- EM py PAI SCIATICA, 
ful, nor yet apt to despond. S me lack of order and disre- 
gard of appearance are shown : discretion is visible, and Sprains, Bruises, Burns, Swellings. 


reticence is sometimes ma ked, 

H F. H.—1. We shall be glad to see you, Wionipeg—that 
is if you haven't been and gone back before you see thie 
answer. It is a long time, but que voulez-vous/ Each is 
answered in turn. 2. Your writing shows caution and dis- 
cagtten, bat 8 hearty ane ae .oee = good 
thioge generally, energy, im on a first-ra 
of affairs. You can storm on cccasion, but your tonwele 
short-lived, and when you make up your mind on anything 
you ly get there. A little more style and polish 
would not burt you, likewise some self control, but you are 
an interesting study and no doubt a stirring man. 

Wit —1. At last your enclosure i+ due for a delineation. 
I do not at all forget you por yet the delineation I gave 

ou masy months ago. 2. The study before me shows re- 

ease of manner, a little nervous 
energy and love of beauty, sympathy end tact. Writer is 
fond of conversation, decidedly od feapalct rather impatient 
of resulta, rather emotional and jive, and in some 
leading traite the exact opposite of your self. 
There is a breezy and h unconcern very to 
your phics again, pen you 
wish the oe returned ? 


Burren Waar Inpiax.—This peouliar and characteristic 
shows marked artistic aud cultured taste, great up- 

hopa and ambition, but good self- 

apt to desire applause and alwa: 


Canadian De 


of 
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THE CHARLES A. VOCELER COMPANY, Baltimore, Md. 
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Tre ARTIST’S FINGERPOST 


OIL COLORS—Hey!’s, Winsor & New 
ton’ 
Saree COLORS— Winsor & Newton's, Reover. 
48— Reeves’, Winsor & Newton's. 
BR USHES—Englieh German 
STR&T¢ HERS—Tho Fi eger Patent. 
PAPERS— All good makers 
PEN CILA— Hardewith’s, Fabre’s, Dixon’s. 
HAN DBOOKS— Winsor & Newton's, Vere Foster's. 
CHINA COLORS—Lacroix, Gouache, &. 
In fact everything, and at prices alw: 
lease, 00 one will Toes tell yom they oan cov 


The Art Metropole 


181 Yonge St., Toronto ( Tem 
"3, 5 and 7 Toronto a yee 
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 
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ESTABLISHED 1867 


J. & J. LUGSDIN 


THE LEADING 


Hatters and Furriers 


101 Yonge Street, TORONTO 


"Phone 2575 





CURE 


Si :k Headache and relieve all the troubles inctf- 
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
Dizziness, Nausea. Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the Side, &c. While their most 
remarkable success has been shown in curing 


SICK 


Headache, yet Carter’s Littte Liver Pits 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curing 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while 
they also correct all disorders of the stomach, 
stimulate the liver and regulate the bowels. 
Even if they only cured 


HEAD 


Ache they would be almost priceless to those 
who suffer from this distressing complaint; 
but fortunately their goodness does not end 
here, and those who once try them will find 
ways that 


these little pills valuable in so man 
out them. 


they will not be willing to do wi 
But after all sick 


head 
is the bane of so many lives that here is where 
we make our great boast. Our pills cure it 
while others do not. 

Carter’s LitrLe Lrver PILts are very small 
and very easy to take. One or two pills make 
a dose. They are strictly vegetable and do 
not gripe or purge, but by their gentle action 

lease all who use them. In vials at 25 cents; 
ve for $1. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail 


CARTER MEDICINE CO., New York. 


Gall Fil, Small Doce, Small Price 


O00Cnmm RIPANS TABULES tenutes 
the stomach, ne eee and@ 
purify the blood; are safe and effec-@ 
tual ;the best medicine known for 
indigestion. biliousness, headache, 
constipation, dyspepsia, chronic 
liver troubles, dysentery, bad com- 
plexion, dizziness, offensive breath 
and all disorders of the stomach, 
eliver and bowels. One tabule gives immediate re- 
@lief. Take one at meal time. Sold by Druggists, Ag 
@trial bottle sent by mail on receipt of 15 cents 6 
@ RIPANS CHEMICAL CO., 10Spruce 8t., New York. 
Coceeccococececocooooooosocoooeces 
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‘AN ABSOLUTE CURE FOR 
INDIGESTION.” 


PEPSIN 


Tutti-Frutti. 


AAS 


SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS & CONFECTIONERS 





Dunn’s 
Mustard 
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TORONTO SATURDAY 


NIGHT. 











Music. 


T LAST the musical season 
may be said to have opened, 
the Grand Opera House hav- 
ing made its opening with the 
Tar and Tartar on Monday 
evening last, before quite an 
audience of first nighters who 
all seemed quite pleased to see 

the show and each other. I did not see the 
opera when it was performed here last year, and 
must confess to some slight disappointment at 
what I saw and heard. The music is frequently 
ambitious and generally tuneful, and yet very 
little of it lingers in one’s mind, The orchestra- 
tion necessitated some additions to the regular 
forces of the opera house, especially in the wind 
parts, but the strings were left entirely too 
weak for either balance orgood tone. The con- 
ductor, Mr. Joseph Nicol, is evidently a capable 
man, for his chorus is one of the best that has 
come to Toronto in comic opera. Good voices 
and capable singing together with excellent 
training are the salient features of the chorus. 
I was especially pleased with the crispness and 
precision everywhere observable in the chorus 
work. The stage work of these ladies and 
gentlemen was excellent. 


Of course, everyone wanted to see Miss 
Evelyn Severs, and it was not long before she 
was found. She has evidently not yet worn 
off the strangeness of her new surroundings, 
but that will no doubt soon be remedied. I 
understand she is understudying one of the 
parts, and she may find her opportunity in a 
short time. One very effective number in the 
chorus work was the opening serenade for 
ladies’ voices in the second act. This is prettily 
harmonized and effectively sung. In it there 
is a small solo for contralto, sung by a young 
lady with avery pretty voice and good style. 
Tae singing of the other principals was very 
fair, but only very fair. Miss Annie Myers, as 
Taffeta, is a clever little soubrette, with a voice 
which is sweet though not large, yet very effec- 
tive in ensemble numbers. Her acting is bright 
and sprightly, and she won much applause. 
Miss Louise Royce, as Farina, sings accept- 
ably, and has a fine stage presence, and Ma- 
tilda Cottrelly, (Ido not know whether to call 
her Mrs. or Miss) was very effective in her 
heroics. 


* 

She sang a nightmare made up of what 
Mozart, Verdi and Wagner would have written 
had they composed the old German air Kam 
Ein Vogd Geflogen. This was so palpably an 
imitation of a very clever programme number 
once presented here by Gilmore's band, that for 
many present it lost its interest. I think that 
among the singing people Mr. William Pruetto 
was the favorite. He sang extremely well at 
times, though the amount of ululating vibrato 
with which he decorated his voice frequently 
made his singing tedious. Heisa good actor, 
sings with fire and expression and is not too 
old to give up an uncertainty in his voice pro 
ductions which unpleasantly suggests false in- 
tonation. Tar and Tartar is in one respect, as 
given this week, a unique comic opera. It has 
no tenor part init. Of course such a trifle does 
not amount to much, and the old-fashioned 
people who look for that sort of thing simply 
must go without. It has plenty of the broad, 
low comedy element in it which goes to make 
up the modern American comic opera. 

. 


Farce comedy is good enough in its way, but 
surely it is degrading the name of opera when 
we find a man slung across the stage by the 
strong arm of a virago, and another turning a 
standing somersault and then answering with 
a long face a question put tohim. This seems 
to me to be hammering comedy into an audi- 
ence with aclub. The gallery approves of this 
sort of thing and therefore it goes. Tar and 
Tartar is not so full of this nonsense as some 
o‘her, so-called comic operas, but it has 
enough. Still, the gentlemen who this week 
gladden us with their ground and lofty tumb 
ling are funny. Mr. Fred Frear, as the Tar, 
was extremely good, sings well and acts well. 
He introduced a new topical song, He’d Had It 
Done to Him Before, which was about the 
emptiest and mildest we have had turned on 
here. Mr. Robert Watson as Khartoon, the 
purveyor of amusements to the Sultan, evi- 
dently is a distinguished acrobat of some 
ability as a comedian. The famous medley 
of American national airs is a _ clever 
arrangement and must have found great 
favor across the lake. Here it is simply a 
curiosity in musical carpentry, and as such 
should not have been received with signs of 
disapproval, though I can hardly find fault 




































course, has been very large) but also in its 


clearly and carefully pre-conceived plan, and 
he, with his board of directors, is to be con- 
gratulated upon the results obtained. 


Mr. Torrington keeps a watchful eye upon the 


ing necessities of the institution. We 
for instance, that some very notable additions 


been playing the organ at St. Andrew’s Church 
for the last two months, during the absence of 
Mr. Eiward Fisher, who will now resume his 


duties. ‘ ° 


Mr. and Mrs. F. H. Torrington have returned 
from a short period of rest at Peak’s Island, 
Portland, 


* 

On Sunday iast Mr. E. W. Schuch closed his 
engagement of six and a half years at the 
Church of the Redeemer. He will assume his 
new duties at S~. James’ Cathedral on Sunday 
next, when he expects to commence witha 
newly organized choir of over sixty well trained 
voices. METRONOME. 

to 
Toronto, August 30, 1892, 
To the Editor of Saturday Night: 

Dear Sr1r,--In your issue of last week I have 
been made a target for some unkind remarks 
by “* Mstronome,” relative to the arrangements 
for the singo2rs at the banquet to the delegates 
attending the convention of the United Ty- 
pothetz of America, held in this city. This is 
the first and only complaint that has been 
made, and I regret it for no other reason than 
that is has been conceded on all sides that the 
several committees of the Toronto Employing 
Printers’ Association had fulfilled their duties 
to the complete satisfaction of all concerned. I 
question whether even this imputation would 
have been made if the writer of it had not con 
trol of your columns and therein found a vent 
to air an imaginary grievance. 

A word of explanation will, I expect, con- 
vince every unprejudiced reader of SATURDAY 
Nicut that ‘‘Metronome” has warped his ver- 
sion of the incident he describes, to convey an 
impression which is not in accordance with the 
fact, so far as my actionin the matter is con- 
cerned, He has also tinged his narrative with 
a hue which exhibits much less of the “ courte- 
ous and considerate” than the cause of the 
complaint lacks, even supposing [ had acted as 
he states. 

Permit me to put the matter in its true light. 
On behalf of the committee I engaged Mr, 
A. M. Gorrie to supply gentlemen, among 
whom was ‘‘ Metronome,” to sing at the ban- 
quet, who were remunerated for their services. 
As the accommecdation for our guests was 
found to be insufficient for the full number of 
those who wished to attend, we had to refuse 
tickets to over one hundred Turonto members 
and subscribers. No thought was given to 
seating those who were employed to furnish 
songs and therefore no places were provided 
for them at the tables with the guests, Mr. 
Gorrie informed me, about fifteen minutes be- 
fore the banquet commenced, that the gentle- 
men he brought there had not dined. I at 
once consulted with the proprietor of the hotel 
and found that the best he could do was to 
give them seats at the tables used by his guests 
in the dining-room—not a ‘‘side room, on the 
side as it were”—and I gave him directions 
accordingly, which was the only thing that 
could be done under the circumstances, If 
they were so unreasonable as to refuse: this 
and preferred to get their own ‘‘ sandwiches 
and ale,” I am not accountable for their 
taste ; and if they considered they were treated 
**like lackeys” by the special attention paid to 
them, I am not responsible for their peculiar 
views. All I can say is, that no discrimination 
was intended and no disparagement conveyed 
by adopting the only feasible plan at our dis- 
posal to seat the singers. 

1 am inclined to believe that the ‘‘ bystander” 
whose mutterings are recorded with such 
meaning/ess force, existed only in the imagina- 
tion of the veracious narrator of the highly- 
colored episode. 

I now leave the public to judge whether I 
treated the ‘professional people” discour- 
t-ously or not, considering that they were paid 
singers, not guests. Yours truly, 

A. F. Rorrer. 






















































































Toronto College of Music. 


The recently issued calendar for 1892 93 of the 
Toronto College of Music is an exceedingly in- 
teresting pamphlet of some eighty pages. By 
it we see that the progress of the institution 
has been something remarkable, not merely 
from the standpoint of attendance (which, of 


symmetrical and complete development. It 
now, in fact, represents to music what the 
University of Toronto does to ordinary educa- 
tion. Mr. Torrington, the musica! director, 
has moulded the college upon an evidently 


In building up the very large staff of teachers 


work of each member and the constantly er. 
earn, 


CHAS. FARRINGER~ - . 


examined and 
pieces, selected by a disinterested committee, from selec- 


tions named on margin hereof, etc. 


369 Wilton Ave, 
ME: J. D. A. TRIPP 


INSORPORATED 
1886 


TORONTO "0%. o w.arran 


OF MUSIC 


ARTISTS’ AND TEACHERS’ CRADUATING COURSES 
IN ALL BRANCHES OF MUSIC. 


University Affiliation. 


SCHOLARSHIPS, DIPLOMAS, CERTIFICATES, MEDALS, ETC. 
Summer Normal Term. 
FALL TERM opens 5Sth Sept. 

with enlarged staff and increased facilities. 


SCHOOL OF ELOCUTION 


MR. 8. H. CLARK, Principal. 
BEST METHODS, LARGE AND EFFICIENT 
STAFF, COMPLETE EQUIPMENT. 
One and two year courses with Diploma | 
Delsarte and Swedish Gymnastics, 
taught by competent specialists. 
Fall Term (Elocution) begins Sept. aoth. 
Separate Calendar for this department. 





CONSERVATORY CALENDAR MAILED FREE 
EDWARD FISHER, 


COR. YONGE ST. AND WILTON AVE MuSicaAL DiRECTOS 


ONTARIO COLLEGE 
oF MUSI TORONTO, Ont. 


ESTABLISHED 1884 





Principal 





To ingure first-class work from the lowest to the 


highest de of music, the pupils of our primary de- 
partment socsive daily instruction, or, in other words, 
practice under constant supervision of an experienced 
teacher. From the primary department they are trans- 
ferred to the care of a teacher, born and educated in Ger- 
many, who has had over thirty years’ experience as a 
teacher of music in boarding schools for young ladies in 
this country. 

At the close of our last term we had the pleasure of 
granting fret certificates to four of our pupils. 


FORM OF OUR CERTIFIOATES. 


This is to certify that M............ has been publicly 
ven satisfaction in the performance of 


The margin contains a list of 100 pieces (about 1000 


pages), and among the prominent names of the composers 
we fiad: Mendelssohn, Mozart, Beethoven, Heller, 
Schumann, Rubinstein, Chopin, etc. A certificate 
of this kind is, therefore, not only desirable in Toronto 
and vicinity, but will spaak for itself in any part of the 
world where the study of music is cultivated. 


Young ladies from the country can be accommodated 


with rooms, board and use of pianos at the school. 


OHAS. FARRINGER, Principal, 


Telephone 3921. 56 Homewood Ave. 





MiSs McCARROLL, Teacher of Harmony 
aT 


THE 
TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC 


(Formerly a ie piano teacher at the Bishop 


n School, Toronto.) 


Will be prepared to receive pupils in Harmony and Piano 
Playing on and after September 2, at her residence 


14 St. Joseph Street, Toronto. 
Pupils of Ladies’ Colleges taught at reduction in terms. 





SIGNOR RUBINI, late Principal Profes- 


eor of Singing at the London Academy, London, Eng., 


gives lessons in the purest of Italian method and completes 
students for the Operatic Stage, Oratorio and Concert Hall. 
Amongst those who have had instruction from him in for- 
mer years in England and France, and who have obtained 
the highest degree of celebrity in the operatic stage, are : 
Madame Scalivi, Lucca, Volpini, Marimon, Valleria and 
Signor Cotoq1i, Agnesi, Gardoni, Maas, Diaz de Soria and 
many others too numerous to mention. Marked improve- 
ment observed after a few lessons. 82 Church St., Toronto. 





ISS NORMA REYNOLDS 
SOPRANO SOLOIST 


Graduate Toronto College of Music and Underdraduate of 
Trinity U siveraity. 
received. Miss Reynolds is the only certificated pupil 
teacher of W. Elliott Haslam, under whom she has taught 
for three years, and from whom she has received the high- 
est testimonials. Address— 


Concert, Oratorio, Church. Pupils 


Toronto College of Music and 86 Major St. 


R. E. W. SCHUCH 





Conductor Toronto Vocal Society. 


Choirmaster St. James’ Cathedral 
Conductor University Glee Club. 
Conductor Harmony Ciub. 
Instruction in V ice C ilture and Expression in Singing. 
35 Grenville Street 


R. A. S. VOGT 


rganist and Choirmaster Jarvis Street 
Baptist Church 


Teacher of the Pianoforte and Organ 


Residence, 605 Church Street, Toronto 


ISS MARGUERITE DUNN, BE. 
Graduate of the National School of Elocution and 





Oratory, Philadelphia. 
Teacher of Zlocution and Voice Culture and 


Delsarte Physical Culture 
O en for concert engagements and evening: of readings. 
Toronto College of Music 


Concert Pianist and Teacher of Piano 
Certified pupil of Moszkowski, f »rmerly pupil of Edward 


Fisher. 


Toronte Conserva‘ory of Masic 
and 20 Seaton Street, Toronto 


ANDOLIN LESSONS 
By Lady Professor from Italy 
Highest references from London, Eag., and New York. 


Terms, &c., address MRS. H. W. WEBST'ER, 428 Church St. 
LOYD N. WATKINS 















56 HOMEW 00D AVE. 































have just been made to the staff. Besides Mr. 
H. H, Field, the distinguished piano virtuoso, 
there have been engaged for the coming season, 


with the sentiment which makes our gallery 
jealous of what may be considered a eulogy of 
our neighbors. A word of praise is due to the 
excellently designed and effectively costumed 
march in the third act. . 


Leipzig, a specialist in theory, composition and 
instrumentation, and who studied five years 
with Jadassohn of Leipzig. 
father, Eiouard Klamroth, was musical direc- 
t r in the service of the Emperor of Russia, 
and the son’s experience has been one of ex- 
ceptional value. He will teach in the Theo- 
retical and Piano departments, 

The Vocal receives a valuable addition in the 
person of Mr. Herbert W. Webster, graduate 
of the Royal College of Music, London, a pupil 
of Signors Pozzo and Blasco of Milan, fal ¥ 
has been bass soloist at St. Paul’s Cathedral, 
London, at the Church of the Heavenly Re3t, 
New York, and recently voca! principal of the 
Dz Pauw School of Music. 

Ano’ her most important acquisition has been 
Herr Fritz Burckhardt, at one time solo violon- 
cellist with the Lamoreaux Orchestra, Paris, 
and who severs a similar connection with the 
famous Damrosch Orchestra, New York, to join 
Mr. Torrington. 

Among several other new additions to the 
college faculty, mention must be made of Mrs. 
Helene Webster, who will teach the mandolin, 
an instrument which of late years has sprung 
into great popularity in Europe and America, 
and in which, both as a player and teacher, 
Mrs. Webster is a specialist. 


Miss Lillie Kieiser, who is the soprano of the 
Fax Concert Company in its trans-continental 
tour, has been winning golden opjnions from 
the press of the places visited. She has every- 
where won admiration and applause by her 
beutiful, sweet voice and sympath>tic sing- 
ing. The company has been engaged to give 
twenty additional concerts and will return here 
about the middle of September. 


* 

The denizens of Long Branch thoroughly en- 
joyed a concert given with thunderstorm 
accompaniment on Wednesday evening of last 
week. The performers were: Mis; Jardine 
Thomson, Miss Maud Carter, Miss Henrietta 
Shipe, the Misses Stanway, Mr. H. K. Cockin, 
Mr. Moore Kelly and Mr. E. ‘V. Schuch, 

. 


Miss Minnie Gaylord, who has been studying 
here for two years with Mr. A. S. Vogt and Mr. 





E. W. Schuch, gave a recital at her home in - 

Lincoln, Neb., last week and won the highest Fooled Him 

encomiums from the local press. The papersare Mother—Mercy me! The dentist has pulled 

unanimous in praising her voice training and | the wrong tooth. 

expression. Miss Gaylord returns to Toronto Little Dick ptalty)—t fooled him bully. 
‘00 m?” 


**Yes'm. I told him that was the one, I 
er if he touched th' achin one it ud hurt 
awful. 


this week for another year's study. 
* 


Mr, Guiseppe Dinelli has resigned the post of 
organist at the Church of the Redeemer, a posi- 
tion he has occupied for the last three years to 
the entire satisfaction of the officers and con- 
gregation and of all with whom he came in 
contact. 





She Liked It. 
sae Wash—Does yo’ laik poetry, Miss 
Miss Edif—’D :ed I does. I jus’ lubbin’ it. 
White Wash—W nat shall [ recitin'—sum ob 
Milton, Byron, or—— 
Miss if—No, none o’dem. Recitin’ some 
o’ dat soap poetry in de back ob de mag zines, 


* 
Mr. J. Edmund Jaques, instructor in music 
a‘ the Institute for the Blind at Brantford, has 


opening September 5, Herr R Klamroth, of 


Herr Klamroth's 


8083 Church Street 
thorough instruction +o Guitar, Mandolin and 
er. 


ERT KENNEDY 
Teacher ef Banjo, Gaitar and Mandolin 
Lessons at Studio in mornings, and at pupils’ residences 
in afternoon Reasonable terms. 
Studio, 351 Jarvis Street, Toronto, Oat, 


TORONTO COLLEGE OF EXPRESSION 
EIGHT PROMINENT SPECIALISTS 
Our specialist in DELSARTE, Gesture and Esthetic 
Physical Culture has received seven years of training from 
ablest teachers in America. Fall term begins October 17. 
One, two and three year’s courses. Calendar sont. 
PRINCIPAL MOUNTEER, 
Arcade, cor. Yonge and Gerrard Ste. Toronto, Oan. 


W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster 8+. Simon’s Church. 
Musical Director of the Oatario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


ORGAN AND PIANO 
04 Gloucester Street 
FREDERICK BOSCOVITZ 
STUDIO (For Piano Lessons Only) 
15 KING STREET EAST 


(Mesers. Nor theimer) 


W O. FORSYTH (Piano Specialist) 

© Studied in Germany with the famous artiste— 

M. Krause, Dr. 8. Jadassohn, Gustav Schreck and Adolf 

Ruthardt. lo perp the celebrated Krause-Liszt tech- 
and 





nic, the met style of the greatest pianists. Teacher 
of piano ing and harmony at Toronto Co! of Music, 
Moulton tor Young 


College, and Mi-e Veal’s 
Add 


Ladies, aleo privately. rea8— 
112 College Street, Toronte 


ALTER DONVILLE 
TEACHER OF VIOLIN 
Papil of Prof. Oarrodus, Trinity College, London, Eng. 


8 Buchaunan &t., aad Toronto Coll of Music 
"TORONTO SCHOOL OF LANDSCAPE 


anv Dscorativs Patstine, 608 Church 84., cor, Iea- 
b:Ha Director, Henry Martin, A.R CO A., 0.8.A.; aleo Art 
Director of the Ladies’ College, Hamilton ; Ladies’ College, 
Brantiord, and Morvyn House, Toronto. Painting trom 
Nature, from Still Life. Copying, Perspective. Ex smina- 
tions, Certificates. 













DR McLAUGHLIN, DENTIST, 
Cor. College and Yonge Streets. 
Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth 


VITALIZED AIR FREE 


I will insert the beet teeth on rubber or celluloid for $8 
and 610, and include extracting with the air. 


Cc. H. RIGGS - 
Cor. King and Yonge Sts. Telephone 1476 


STAMMERING 


CHURCH'S AUTO-VOCE SCHOOL. No advance 
fees. 2 Wilton Crescent, Toronto. 


DELSART COLLEGE OF 


ORATORY 
ELO'UTION AND DRAMATIC ART 
Large staff of specialists. Most advanced methods in 
vocal and visible expression. Fall Term Begins Oct. 
4, °92. For large Art Catalogue aidress the president. 
FRANCIS J BROWN, Y. M. ©. A. Building, Toronto. 











TORONTO COLLEGE 
eam «= WMIUGIO 


DIPLOMAS (LIMITED) 


Send for calender. College reopens September 5. 
F. H. TORR GTON, Mua. Director. 


and TEACHERS’ 


J W. L. FORSTER 


Portraits a Specialty ARTI ST 


8TUD!O 81 KIN] BF. EAST 





Miss CLAIRE BERTHON, Portrait 
Painter, is prepared to receive a limited number of 
pupils in painting and drawing. Terms on application. 
Studio, 591 Sherbourne Street 


MATRICULATION SCHOOL, 269 Jarvis 

St. Pupils prepared for Matriculation, Ulvil Ser- 
vice, High School and University examinations. Private 
lessons in French, German, Latin, Greek, Physics, Arith- 
metic, Algebra, Trigonometry. Special attention to begin- 
ners and backward pupils. 


COTHERSTONE HOUSE 


189 Bloor Street Hast 
Boarding and Day School for Young Ladies 


Term Commences September 12 
For circulars address the MISSES JOPLING. 


Cor. Yonge and Gerrard Streets, Toronto 
AND 
Cor. Market and Erie Streets, Stratford 


Two High Grade Commercial Schools 


The course of study is up to the highest standard of 
excellence. Business practice conducted between the two 
schools, thereby giving patrons a clearer insight into busi- 
ness methods and customs than has ever bef »re been given 
in Oanada. 

Fall Term Begins Monday, September 5 

Call at College or write for our large, handsome catalogue. 

SHAW & ELLIOTT, Principals, 


PRESBYTERIAN LADIES’ COLLEGE 


Bloor Street, opposite Queen's Park 
TORONTO 


REOPENS SEPTEMBER 6, 1892 


Preparatory classes prepared for High School entrance 
examinations. Matriculation and first year University 
work. Music Department in connection with Conserva- 
tory of Music. Art under the charge of T. Mower-Martin, 
RGA., Sand for Calendar, giving full information and 
showing recent improvements 

T. M. MACINTYRE, M.A., LL.B., Ph.D. 


UPPER CANADA COLLEGE 


(Feunded 1829) 
This College will re-open on 


Tuesday, September 13 
At 10 o’clock, for the enrolment of new pupils. 


Staff of sixteen Masters. Olaszical, Ssience or Modern, 
Commercial, Musical and Art Departments fully eq 1ipped. 
Also facllities for thorough instruction in Physical Uulture ; 
Gymnasium, Cricket Fields. Lirge covered rink and 
Taster of a mile ae in course of construction. 

‘or prospectus apply to 
THE PRINOIPAL, 
a Canada College, 
eer Park, Toronto, Oat. 














July 22, 1892. 


ARCADE, YONGE ST.. 
TORONTO. 


END for 


Circular 








ONTARIO LADIES’ COLLEGE 
WHITBY, ONT. 


Doing the most advanced work of any Ladies’ College in 
Oanada. O} location. Elegant buildings. tes 
moderate. Apply for information to 

PRINCIPAL HARE, Ph.D. 


STAMPS WANTED 


Wanted, obsolete Canadian Post- 
Stamps, also Canadian Provin- 
cial Stamps, such as Nova Scotia, 
New Brunswick, British Columbia, 
as well as Newfoundland, &c. 


Look up your old letters; many of 
these are worth $2 and $3 each. 


A collection of Old Postage Stam 
wanted, for which a good price will 


be paid. 
GEO. A. LOWE 
346 Spadina Ave., Toronto 


a“ 











NEWCOMBE -:- 
PIANOS 


Endorsed by the highest mustoal authority. 
THE FINEST MADE IN CANADA 


OCTAVIUS NEWCOMBE & (0. 


MANUFACTURERS ~~ 
TORONTO MONTREAL OTTAWA 
Head Office—107-9 Church Street 


NEW MUSIC 












Victoria, new dance, by H. M. 
Early, music by Chas. Bohner.. 400. 
Danse Romantique (Jersey or 
, Schottische) F.E, Galbraith.... 400. 
Skirt Dance, Marjorie, by L. Gray 250. 
Tar and Tartar Waltzes, arranged 
by EB. Franz ........sceceeseees 500. 
Lacrosse Jersey, by Nellie Smith 400. 
Comic , There’s Not Another 
Like It, by James Fax 400. 
Sacred Song, Sun of My Soul, by 
Nellie Smith 500. 
Elite Song Folio, a splendid col- 
lection of song, paper cover.... 750. 


WHALEY, ROYCE & CO., Publishers 


158 Yonge Street, Toronto 
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GHAKESPEARE SAID: 


‘Uneasy lies the head that wears a 
crown,” but how much more uneasy are 
the people who are content to walk about 
in bad-fitting Bootes and Shoes. One 
visit to our establishment is the remedy 
(and the only one) therefor. Do 
not delay, as the foot is so delicate 
in its construction that one pair 
of those ill-formed and badly cut 
boots you have been unfortunate 
enough to secure 
may ruin your “un- 
derstanding.” 


Note the addrese— . 
HM, & C. BLATCHFORD, 87 and 89 King St. East 





prchues’ STILL LEADS IN SHOES 
Selling off very cheap this week. 





PICKLES’ SHOE PARLOR, 328 YONGE STREET 


Miraculous Water 


1s USED 


FOR 
Removing Pimples, Blotches, &c., and for beautifying 


THE COMPLEXION 


Ask your druggist for it, or send to 
P. BRUNET, 31 Adelaide St. West 


Gt YOUR HATS BLOCKED AT 


H. & W. WATSON’S 
11 Adelaide Street West 


BALD 
HEADS 


We warrant Oapilline to produce the growth of hair and 
remove dandruff. No mineral poisons. 


Love's Drug Store, 168 Yonge Street 
GOLDEN HEALTH PELLET 


Specific in Sick Headaches, D Constipation, 
Liver and Pile troubles and Menetnel aiMoultien orth 
@ guinea a box. Price 25c.; 5 boxes for $1. Send for 


pamphlet to 
THOMPSON'S HOM@OPATHIC PHARMACY 
394 Yonge Street, Toronto 


The Home Savings & Loan Co. (Limited) 
OFFICE NO. 78 CHURCH S8T., TORONTO. 


Deposite received, large and small sums. Interest a 
current rates allowed 








Hon. Frank Smira. JamMBs Mason, 
President. Manager. 
F. W. MICKLETHWAITE 
PHOTOGRAPHER 
Cor. King and Javvis Streets, Toronto 
Established 1876. 


Mikado Panels, 6 tor 60c.; $1 a doz. 
Sunbeams, 4.for 26c. 


REMOVAL = «= 
ELDRIDGE STANTON 
Has removed his Photographic Studio to 


11 King Street West 
REMINGTON 
STANDARD 


The Leading Edueational Institutions 


are adopting the Remiagto= ts the exclusion of all 
Machines sent to any part of Ontario on rental for prac- 


tice or office work. GEORGE BENGOUGH. 
10 and 12 Adelaide Street East, 
Telephone 1207. TORONTO, 





THE MERCHANTS’ RESTAURANT 
This atten Ad Ee recently 
larged and refitted, offers great leducements to the publie. 
The Dining-room is commodious and the Bill of Fare care- 
fully pene we choice, while the WINES and LIQUORS 


are of Quality, and the ALES cannot be 
Telephone 1000. YS TENRY MORGAN, Proprietor. 


KINDLING WOOD FOR SALE 
Thoroughly dry and dell 


cur nalle bal ae wonnt oe a Ret Bese s 
when deli t 6 ornates for $1; 18 ; 

craton 8h cite olde a im barrel “e 
your nearest Grocer or Drugytst and wo 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 
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- ‘ABATTS LONDON ALE AND STOUT 
= URLAY, WINTER & LERWING' oer 

etm Quintette of High Grade Pianos JOHN LABATT 

5 00. ee ee ee JAS. GOOD & CO., Agents, Toronto samarca oes 
TAWA KNABE 5G SS 
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Pianos are the highest exemplification of the art of piano building among American Pianos. 


The choice of the world’s greatest pianists. 





many others, as the best instruments of America. 








FISCHER 


and mechanism, and possess a refined purity that cha 
of the Nobility of England. 


Endorsed by Von Bulow, D’ Albert, Gruenfeld, and 


: sak Pianos are elegant in design, faultless in tone 
rms the vocalist and has secured the patronage 














The most popular Piano in the United States. Absolutely reliable and durable. Rich, sonorous tone. Cases of choice 


woods. Over 90,000 in use, 





KARN 








reliable in every detail of construction. 


improvements. 


GERHARD HEINTZMAN== 


A Piano of rich tone, faultless mechanism and 
In advance of its competitors in the use of most recent 














A Canadian art Piano, the choice of the profession because of purity and sympathetic quality of 


tone and solidity of construction. Its name a guarantee of highest excellence. 


UR stock is complete and unrivalled in Canada. Purchasers will find it profitable 


and agreeable to visit the warerooms where the above FIVE different makes of in- 
struments are met in friendly competition, and were selling expenses are minimized by 
consolidating the product of five factories under one roof, enabling us to sell the product 


WEDDIN 


Choice sets of Silver Cu 





MONSARRAT HOUSE 


1 Classic Ave., Toronto 


Boarding and Day School for Young Ladies 


MISS VENNOR, Principal 
(Late Trebover House, London, Eng.) 

Will OPEN her SOHOOL on SEPT. 15. A thorough 
course of instruction will be given in Exglish, Mathematics 
and Modern Languages. Pupils prepared for University 
examinations. Olasses ia Swedish Carving will also be 
held twice a week. 

For terms and prospectus, apply to Principal. Address 


axa ahd 48 il eee 





G CAKES 


Of the best quality and finish SHIPPED with care to A 
PARTS OF THE DOMINION wlan 


tlery and China for hire. 


HARRY WEBB, 447 Yonge St., Toronto, Ont. 








MDCCCXCII. 


Qur complete and_ unrivaled 
stock of clothes for Fall and Win- 


ter is now ready for the inspection 


t. East til , 56: s 
of each factory at the smallest possible advance over cost of manufacture. ne. | Of Clr cemomers and the public 
iis week. We have also in stock a number of Upright Pianos b | h ’ enerally 
acobs & Sparrow's OperaHlouse | °°<"2"" 








WEBER, N.Y., and MASON & RISCH, which we are de- 
termined TO CLEAR OUT REGARDLESS OF PROFIT. 
Bargain seekers will find it pay to give us an early call. 


We Solicit Inspection and Invite Correspondence. 


Gourlay, Winter & Leeming 
188 Yonge Street, Toronto 











POPULAR WITH THE PEOPLE 


Week Commencing Monday, Sept 6 


MATINEES 


Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday 


DAN McCARTHY 


We will be pleased to put aside 
any choice pattern selected before 


| the line is broken. 


HENRY A. TAYLOR 
No. 1 Rossin House Block 


Toronto, Ont. 
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in ——— rae aaa — oo —— —— — In the New oe Comedy | A Ne) wey 
rama 
Berg! NIAGARA-ON-THE LAKE, | Ae 2 C é 
ante Beis heed has been spending a few The Ram bler | Th h l : 
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the unwelcome news of Mrs. Geale Dickson's 
serious illness. Her many friends are anxiously 
waiting for further tidings, which they fer. 
vently hope may be more reassuring than the 
last received. 

Mrs. James Ardill of Merritton is the guest of 
ber parents, Rev. Canon and Mrs. Arnold. 

Rav. F. N. Baldwin of Aylmer, who is spend- 
ing his holidays at Dlatre Lodge, is recovering 
slowly from his late serious illness, 

Mr. Colin Milloy, who so unfortunately in- 
jured his ankle last week, is still under the 
command of his genial medical adviser, Dr. 
Anderson, and to the regret of his friends will 
probably remain in enforced retirement during 








From Clare’ 


Academy of Music 
Four Nights and Saturday Matinee | 





COMMENCING WEDNESDAY, SEPT. 7th 





A FASHIONABLE EVENT | 


SERVICE 


Toronto to Montreal 
Toronto to Ottawa 
Toronto to Kingston 


Every Night, 9 p.m. 


Toronto to Old Orchard 
Toronto to Portland 


Tuesday and Friday, 9 p.m. 











the next two or three weeks. 5 TL ‘ : ‘ 
ir and a One oe Ne i ciling' itr a 1 ical ‘Thriugh the White Mountains by Daylight 
days with Mr. A. C. Howe. A FLOW OF MIRTH 
ev. J. C. Garrett, curate-in-charge of St. FEAST OF MYSTERY Toronto to Detroit 
rest Mark's church, is away enjoying a well earned STROBEIKA BLACK ART | Mabaeite a6 Ohiolae 
oliday. 
Mrs. Bartlett, for so many years a resident THE GREAT , 
ao here, left on Thursday for her future home in ‘ | 7.10am Sok “Baily Sunday, 
Eagland. e was accompanied by Miss Grif- ° : 'm. 
a atte her bright and fair young relative, who A Fashionable Shopping Bag. 
° i arrival fro ——e 
Worth iacland Haw’ vent, Both will pele § ance The small flat hand satchel which was so much used a few years ago for shopping with, did : 
by their many disconsolate friends, who unite | not serve its purpos3 as to capacity, and was soon displaced by one light and large enough to 
cy in wishing them bon 0. tea and asafe return | contain the number of small parcels which a few hours shopping makes it inconvenient to carry AV 
some day in the near future. loosly in the hand. The bag shown in the cut above is now largely used for this purpose, and is| VANISHING LADY LEGERDEMAIN | 


Last Saturday's hop was scarcely as well at- 
| By the elegant and palatial steamer ‘‘WERRA,” of the 


| Norddeutecher Liloyd Steamship Company. 


MYSTIC NOVELTIES szsvme ser roms, ocromes 1 


very fashionable in New York, Boston and Philadelphia. A fine grain bag, leather lined, costs 
about four dollars ; genuine alligatur, two dollars higher, and can be bought in a number of 


styles at the handsome store of H. E. Clark & Co., 105 King street west, who supply the above 


ted) tended oras pleasant an one a3 usual. Pos- Se tse weogmanen on 
sibly the attractions held out for tennis tourna- 


ment week induced many who might other- 











et a ttended to reserve their energies S eo E J 
wr ace aren ite for that setaaion. the engraving and information. a. EMS" ct a jane —— 
result being that a number of familiar faces ae i RRP ead steam cMS” of the same line, 

ger. were absent and the ball room more or less in cee » 50c., 75>. and $1. No extra charge for re- LEAVING GENOA NOVEMBER 9th 
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possession of a large party of our gay American 
neighbors. Among them were some charm- 
ingly bright faces, Miss Carroll, at present 
visiting friends at Niagara Falls, being one of 
those who won a great deal of admiring atten- 


from their previous victories ; closely follow. 
ing them in brilliancy of play came Mr. 
7 Wareus of the Hamilton Thistles, Mr. E, T. 
Lightbourne, Mr. W. H. Biggar of Belleville, 
Mr. C. E. Ryerson, Mr, A. M. Cosby of the Vic- 
torias and Mr. F. O. Cayley of the R. C. Y. C. 


Toronto, who have been spending the past few 


weeks here, left for home on Wednesday. 
GALATEA, 
HAMILTON, 
Last week was one in which lovers of teunis 





many, where he has been studying with Professor Martin | 


Curtain rises at 8.10. Carriages may be ordered for 10 30. 





R. HARRY M. FIELD, PIANO VIRTUOSO, HAS 
returned from a two year’s residence in Ger- 











allowing 26 days in Italy, Octcber and November, two 
finest months in year, to visit Italy. The excursioniste 
will arrive in time to see the great festivities that ‘‘ Genoa, 


la Superba” celebrates in honor of her son, Christopher 
Colum ‘us, in commemoration of the 





onto tion. Her dancing was exceedingly graceful : : ; 400th Anniversary of the Discovery of Ameri 
; ; | The chief interest of the tournament was | had an opportunity to witness some of the best | Krause, the greatest and most famous teacher in Europe. 7 7 pcrhechoare 
on na are L-. — sen Pe naturally centered in the contest for the | playing ever seenin Canada. Never was more | Mr. Field also studied — = to ee Dr. oe Carl | And the Italo-American Exhibition which closes in Decem- 
oz. es aaa: eee ocean at Queenston | Ontario trophy, which after a grandly exciting | enthusiasm exhibited on the beautiful grom=ds | Reinecke th Leipzig abd had the rare advantage of a course | ber. Chevalier A. M. F. Gianelli, who will accompany the 
Capt. B ae ‘and Lieut. Boneridas of Fort , battle was captured by the Toronto Granite | of the H. C. C. than at this lawn tennis tourna- engagements and pupils accepted. For terms apply at To- Se ae. that _ vena in making 
- OM e H. Rock of “London, Mr, F. Rus. | Club. The first prize in the consolation fell to | ment. The visiting players were: Mrs, Smith | ronto College cf Music and 105 Gloucester street. ever been organized oe this side of the Atlantio. ae 
— Nisgere. 5 ee "Heward, Miss Burnett, Mr, C, | the Prospect Park of Toronto, while the Vic- ; of Ottawa, Miss Osborne of Sutton, Miss | ————____________________________ | “4 jimited number of cabins have been secured for this 
L : i 4 Mr. H Syer, the Misses Winnett, | torias (Toronto) came second in the consolation | Whiteaves of Ottawa, Miss Gillespie of Toronto L. FAEDER, Orchestral Director, Aca- | ¢xcursion and will be kept on reserve up to the 30th of 
gh Mis He es 4 Miss Jarvis, Mr. Porter, | and trophy, and won the singles and doubles, | Miss Nays of St. Catharines, Mr. Avery of B. demy of Music, ‘violin soloist and teacher. "Franco- | this month. Return tickets will be valid on any steamers 
the Messrs P. oad £. Ball, Mr. Pacaud, Mr. werine ae ete in the vio Had it Beene dee ees erent = vee ot Belgium method. Studio 277 Sherbourne st. Telephone “Res at niente ee ee —— 
ae TS ae sy . * | not been for the rsistency of the untimel oston, Messrs, Pops of Toronto. e grounds | 963. Open for concert engagements. . aoe P 
. eet, Hill of Niagara Falls and a num rain, which not wale made the play so difficult, looked their best, and afterncon ton wee served — OO — = — fares, firet-class hotels, guides, carriages, 
: i but induced a number of the bowlers to sur- | to the many fair ones who graced the grounds | For full particulars and explanatory circulars, add 
st on paneer leet Gabacing Grepinn. af = render to the elements and leave before the | every afternoon, arrayed in most bewitching cos- ARTH UR E. F ISHER GIANELLT & co, 37 Tonge’ Strest, or 16 King Street 
- ey h id there. It was Mr. W. E,. | singles and doubles, the tournament would un- | tumes. The best match and most exciting was Mus. Bae. Trin. Coll.. Toronto | West, Toronto, Ont. 
Ran = ba ft night. and the immense | doubtedly have been one of the most sutcessful | the one between Miss Osborne and Mrs. Smith, P 7 . no , | <iseinsrpieinencienseysnasinaiieenenesinsto=eveesigesieresienansaieipalsiapaiesnngeallteia 
)N ition wee. wall led by the largest and | of the association, as on ithe firet day every- which resulted in a victory well won by the A.C.0. (&ng.) Ete. : R | H | 
i thin inted towards that conclusion, e | latter, e weather on ureday an riday . . QO 
D mont appreciative, audience, ofthe season, | thing pointed, towards, that conciaslon ae | was very dloagreeshle bat on Saturaay, there | Will resume teaching, on THURSDAY, CQueen’S Royal Hote 
*'The annual tournament of the Ontario Bowl- | the Granite Cisb, Toronto, Messrs, HO, Me- | were fully alx husdred apectatore witnessing we See NIAGARA-ON-THE-LAKE 
7 darvie . G. Lowe, C, Snelgrove, A. P. Scott, e final matches, the weather ng a a : 
ER os aeenanien eer ee Si a T. M. Scott, W.O. Thompson, J. Galt, R. G. | could be desired. In the men’s double, Messrs. | RESIDENCE—91 St. Joseph Street, Toronto, NOW OPEN FOR THE SEASON 
sane roy lay, which was remarkabl Hargraft, C. P. Smith, W. Lawson, J. Baird | Avery and Fuller beat W. C. Mathewr and 
ae the oeees interest, but the following ana J. Patton. The Hamilton Thistles were , Moreton. Men's singles, Fuller beat Moreton : ¢ Mille. M. Mills. Dunlop. Walker. H ala 
ia b ht a serious damper in the form of | represented by Messrs. J. Crerar, D, Burns, A. | singles, ladies, Mrs. Smith beat Miss Faulk- Roe, K, Mills, M. 8, Dunlop, Walker, Hood, | 1, ,eautifal summer resort je a branch of the Queen's 
Dns ae ele which ned caly rendered the 606- Wilson, S. Read, H. T, Bunbury, J. Smith, T. | ner; mixed doubles, Miss Osborne and Mr, | Brown of Woodstock, Gartshore, Walker of | ,,7hi peautiful summer resort in a private on the 
| eer » lay on Thursday morning impos- | Haslett, J. M. Burns, W. Southam, J. Harvey, | Moreton beat Mr. Fuller and Mrs. Smith, Mr, | Toronto, Hemming, Turner, M. Turner, Mc- | shore ‘of Lake Ontario and the mouth of the N River. 
ey oe oes the. lawn in such a aetehed con- | W. Newell, J. Kerner. The Victoria Rinks | Mathews and Miss Gillespie beat Mr. Moreton | Keand, O'Reilly, O'Reilly, Baker, Tudor, | Hops every Saturday evening during the season. For 
oe aes he best players found them. | of Toronto were: Messrs. J. Tenant, and Miss Osborne. Mrs. R. S. Steele presented | Vallance, Powis, Moore, Messrs. Gates, H. | terms and iilustrated ciroular mCokW 
rac- dition that even the best play hich were exceedingly hand Gates, Hemming, Gillespie, Ambrose, David. | MoGAW & WINNETT, 
1 thoroughly handicapped. On Friday B r,George Furniss, W. A. Wilson, L. A. | the prizes, whic ere e ngly handsueme. Queen's Regal, Hiagueen4iheiahe 
4, eee th yA omg 49 played in a fine | Tilley, C. Swabey, A. S. Williams, W. B.| Mrs. Smith received a gold bangle bracelet | son, Gansby, Harris, Burns, N. Burns, Glassco, " \ 
ones. we ily from the east, to the | Smith, H. Ketchum, P, McNally, C. E. Ryer- | with a lovers’ knot of pearls, Miss Gillespie | G. Glassco, Southam, D. Southam, Evans, Gar- 
rain which drove steadily from * Ww ad .e hand f ther-of- 1 | rett, Brown, Lyle, Pope, Avery, Moreton, ° « 
home eat discomfort and inconvenience of the un- | son, W. B. Smith, H. Harman, J. S. Russell, | received a handsome pair of mother-o h ry ne 
: but undaunted bowlers, and the dis- | W. B. Haines, J, H. Horsey, Dr. Miliman, A. —_ glasses, Miss Faulkner a beautiful ten. | Cawthra, Beardmore, Matthews, W. Ambrose, lag’ ara a S Ine 
app tment of the many who had confidentiy | M. Cosby, W. Dickson, H. Totten. Prospect | nis racquet. Mr. Fuller received the cup, which | Ferrie, Leggat and many others. Anderson’s 
pe sed we on being among the onlookers but Park, Toronto: Messrs. J. G. Gibson, W. | is to be competed for for three years, and a | orchestra supplied the musical rtion and ns : 
lio. pe ey ceattaed sorrowfully that attendance | Forbes, H. Williams, J. Lugsdin, T. Mounce, | handsome traveling clock. Mr. Moreton also | dancing was v rey indulged in, the even- 
are- os a the circumstances would be obviously | D. Carlisle, W. Duffett, N. L. Patterson, J. W. | received a traveling cl ing being coo Light refreshments were r ° mpr @SS 0 nD la 
RS = ole the players, however, were a | Corcoran, Q. D. McCulloch. Ni : Messre.| Oa Friday evening a most delightful dance | served during the evening, and the boat 
ved. hove tn Tihahedives aa looked matnly to one | R. Bishop, F, Best, J. Burne and J. Carnochan. | was given in honor of the tennis players at the | whistled at eleven thirty, when the merry | pity trom Geddes’ Whart, at 8am. and 8.40 p.m., for 
ost in jhemplaass and encouragement, fail. |The Hamilton Victorias: Messra. J. D, Mc- | Hamilton Yacht Club at the Beach. The boat | dancers dispersed. 
ing that of spectators, who upon similar occa- | Kay, A. Rutherford, E. J. Munroe, D. Dexter, | left Hamiltun at eight o'clock and carried abou: ; | Miss Bella Brown is the guest of Miss Minnie St. Cuthorinan, 99 ra Falls, Buffalo 
.E cinas have awe s been so numerous and so | W. Reid, T. T, Kilvington, D. McPhie and W. | two hundred people. Among those present | Mills of Main street. ew Fork 
oF unsparing of their praise and appreciation of | F. Miller. The R.C. Y. Club: Messrs. F. D. | were: Mesdames Southam, Garrett, Mackel- » Walter Ambrose of Chi is spending | 4 ai pointe Kast. Through teaine trom Port Dathousle, 
rT Scott, the | Cayley, R. C. Donald, W. Creelman and E, E. | can, Barwick of Toronto, Steele, Worthington, | his holidays with friends in milton, and | 0% time. Tickets at all hotels and al G. TB 
ay play. Mr. A. P. and Mr. T. Scott, the | Cay ot like ain in Canada agal: leading 
famous champions of the Granite Club, To- | Williams, Gartshore, Calder, Vallance, Mills, Smith would to remain in a nD. and Emprees ticket offices and on whart. 
. sie played magnificently, as was expected Mre. and Miss Kay of Wellington street, Ottawa, Misses Gillespie, Faulkner, Osborne, (Continued on Page Twelve.) Family tiokets for sale. 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


What Would the World be Without Clothes ? 


(VIDE SARTOR RESARTUS) 


Fashionable Garments, suitablé for the season and the 
occasion, will add grace and dignity to the most beautiful 


of women. 


Right Hundred Different Styles and 
Righty-five Thousand Dollars Worth ($88,090) 


OF THE MOST FASHIONABLE 


i Mantles, Coats, Capes and Cloaks 


NOW OPENING UP 


We never brought together such a magnificent stock. 


R. Walker 


Out of Town. 
(Continued from Page Eleven.) 


Miss McLaren of St. John’s and Miss R. Gil- 
lespie ot Toronto are the guests of Miss Gil- 
lespie of Emerald street. 

“ie. Wilson of Woodstock and Mra. Padden 
of Chicago are the guests of Mrs. Prentice, 
Fairleivh Park. / 

Mr. Douglas Braithwaite of Calgary is the 
guest ot Mr. and Mrs. W. Hendrie, Holmstead. 

Mrs. J. D. Hay of Toronto isa guest at the 
Holmstead. : 

Miss Forsythe of Toronto is the guest of Miss 
Martin, Joba street south. ‘ 

” Miss Alice Rowe left on Monday evening for 
Quebec, where she will spend a month. 

Mr. and Mrs. Clinch returned from a two 
weeks’ holiday at Pene-anguishene, which they 
enjoyed very much. 

ieee leenily Ramsay and Holcroft had a 
very novel driving party to Niagara Falis last 
week, leaving on Tuesday and returning on 
Saturday. The weather was very delightful, 
£0 that they could enjoy the charming scenery. 

Miss Bessie Bruce has returned from a few 
weeks spent in Simcoe. oe 

Miss Katie Hendrie of Detroit is the guest of 
Miss Hendrie, at the Valley Farm, Aldershot. 

Mrs. Gartshore and family have returned to 
town from summering at the Beach. 

Mr. A. E. Finucane of the Bank of Montreal, 
Chicago, is spending his holidays in Hamilton. 

Mr. and Mrs. Alexander Turner and family 
have returned from their delightful residence 
on the Georgian Bay, where they have had 
jolly house parties during the last two months. 

Miss Mabel Brooks and Mr. Walter Boyd’s 
marriage will take place in the cathedral of 
Christ Church on September 6. oe 

Mrs. Strathy has returned from Niagara 
Falls, where she has been spending the last 
two weeks, SYLVIA. 

BRANTFORD. 

The elite of Brantford society were enter- 
tained by Mr. and Mrs. J. K. Osborne at Wood- 
burn on Thursday evening of last week. The 
spacious drawing-rooms were beautifully decor- 
ated and presented a very picturesque effect. 
Dancing was the order of the evening. Among 
those present were: Mr. and Mrs. Charles 
Nelles, Mr. and Mrs, Henry, Mrs. Baldwin of 
New Orleans, Misses Crompton, Greer, Nelles, 
Paton, Brooke, Curtis, Goold, Vannorman, 
Jarvis, Barr, Pyke, Goodson, Leonard, Bown, 
Wilkes and Allan, Messrs. Blackader, Van 
Allan, Reville, Hardy, Yates, Mellor, Wink- 
Smith, Stikeman, Leonard, Curtis, Muir, 
Wisner, Killmaster, Henwood, W. Osborne, H. 
Osborne, Fairclough and Muirhead. 

A very interesting cricket match is to be 

iayod to day in Paris between Brantford and 


aris. 

Th many friends of Miss Grace McIntosh of 
‘B. Y. L C., are pleased to notice her success at 
the recent matriculation examination. 

Mrs. Robert Henry gave a pleasant dance 
on Friday evening in honor of her guests. 

One of the most successful tennis teas of the 
season was given last week by Mrs. Stratford, 
Mrs. Osborne, Miss Greer and Miss Curtis. 

Miss Paton of Liverpool, Eng., and Miss 
Hattoo of Toronto are the guests of Mrs. 
Osborne. 

Mrs. Cotes (Garth Grafton) arrived home 
this week from India to visit her parents, Mr. 
and Mrs. Charles Duncan. J 

Mr-. Harry Whitehead and Miss Goold are 
visiting friends in Montreal. 

Mr. and Mrs. Alfred Allan Watts have re- 
turned from their honeymoon and are receiv- 
ing at 110 Brant avenue. 

Mrs. (Dr.) King, who has been visiting her 
mother for the last few weeks, returned to To- 
ronto to-day. 

Miss Scarfe arrived home last week, having 
spent a most enjoyable time in Guelph. Miss 
Scarfe is accompanied by Miss Wickson of 
Ingersoll. 

Mr. and Mrs. J. Mowat Duff of Ayr are holi- 
daying at Muskoka. 

Mr. Mellor of Wiltshire, Eng., is the guest 
of Mr. Harry Yates. 

Mrs. E. Bunnell and the Misses Bunnell have 
returned from Muskoka. 

Mr. A. D. Hardy and Miss Curtis are visiting 
friends in Buffalo. 

Miss Thompsoa of Barrie, whose charming 
face has won much admiration in our city, is 
the guest of Miss Gibson of Dufferin avenue. 

Miss Barr is home from Penetanguishene. 

Mr. Arthur Yates is home for a two months’ 
huliday from London, Eng. 

A number of matrimonial engagements have 
taken place thissummer ; space forbids their 
aunouncement this week. SAILOR. 


Satisfactory. 

“Suppose,” said the lady—‘‘ now only sup- 
pose, understand—that you were carrying a 
piece of steak from the kitchen, and by acci- 
dent it should slip from the plate to the floor, 
what should you do in such a case?” 

The girl looked the lady square in the eye for 
a moment before asking: 

‘** Is it a private family or are there boarders?” 

** Boarders,” answered the lady. 

‘** Pick it up and put it back on the plate,” 
tirmly replied the girl. 

She was engaged, 

—_ 


A New Dictionary. 


Funk & Wagnall’s Standard Dictionary of 
the English Language will soon be placed on 
the market. It is intended to displace all other 
single volume dictionaries. In preparing it 
over one hundred editors have been employed, 
among whom are the most prominent scholars 
of the United States and England. It will con- 
sist of nearly 2,200 pages, over 4,000 illustra- 
tions, made expressly for this work, and will 
contain 70,000 more words than any other single 
volume dictionary. Prof. Theo. W. Hunt, Pro- 
fessor of Rhetoric and English Literature at 
Princeton, who was allowed to examine the 
prospectus and sample pages, says that it has 
the great virtue of being unique and independ 
ent. “Three or four of its features are 
specially commendable. 1. Piacing definitions 
before etymologies, 2 Giving preference to 
present meanings. 3. Reducing technicalities 
to a minimum, 4, Giving due emphasis to 
phonetic spelling. 5. The new treatment ot 
quotations.” The last refers to the fact that 
wherever a quotation is given the volume and 
page of the author's work containing it are 


| 


WE INVITE INSPECTION 


also given. The Standard will sell at $12, but 
those subscribing in advance will get it tor $7. 
Fank & Wagnall’s Toronto office is at 11 Rich- 
mond street west. 


Toronto’s Great Fair. 


The Toronto Industrial Exhibition opens on 
Tuesday nex‘, the 6.h September, and cioses oa 
the 17.h. With the enlarged grounds, new 
half-mile track, new grand stand 700 feet long, 
many other improvements, and tie large num 
ber of excellent special attractions provided, 
the eae Fair will undoubtedly be away 
ahead of all that preceded it. The entry list in 
all departments is larger than ever, and the 
space in all the buildings has been taken. The 
usual cheap fares and excursions will be given 
on the railways. The attendance of visitors 
from all parts of the country will undoubtedly 
be great. 


Mason 
& Risch 


LIST OF SPECIALTIES: 


Decker, N.Y. 


Pianos 


Sohmer, N.Y. 


Pianos 


Transposing 


Pianos 


Art Finished 


Pianos 
(Enamel, Satinwood, Etc.) 


' Vocalions 
The Janko 


Key Board 


[ ason 
& Risch 


32 King St. West 


MEDICAL, 


7°ae B. HALL, M D., 326 and 328 Jarvis 
Street, HOMOPATHIST 


Specialties— Diseases of Childrea and Nervous Diseases | 


of Women. Offise hours—11 to 12 a.m. and 4 to 6 p.m, 


ANDERSON & BATES 
Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat Specialist 
Telephone 3922 ___No. 5 Oollege Street, Toronto. 
D®: PALMER 


40 College Street 
Telephone 3190. 8rd Door from Yonge Street. 


MARRIAGE LICENSES, 


AMUEL J. REEVES, Issuer of Mar- 
riage licenses, 601 Queen 8t. West, between Portland 
and Bathuret Ste. No witnesses required. Open from 
8 a.m. to 10 p-m. Residence, 258 Bathurst St. 
G®°- EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 
Court House, Adelaide Street 
and 146 Cariton Street 


DENTISTRY. 


D® A. F. WEBSTER, Dental Surgeon 


Gold Medalist in Practical Dentistry R. OC. D. 8. 
Office—N. E. cor. Yonge and Bloor, Toronto. Tel. 3868, 


NOTICE OF REMOVAL 


DR. FRANK E. ORYSLER 
DENTIST 


249 MoCaul 8t., a few doors south of College 
Telephone 2347. 


M W. SPARROW,L D.S , Dental Surgeon 

. Central Bental Pariers 

N. W. Cor. Spadina Avenue and Queen Street, Toronto. 
Special attention paid to painless operating. 


RS. BALL & ZIEGLER (Successors to 


Dr. ry mes Rooms suite 23, Arcade, cor. ¥ 
and Gerrard Dr. Hipkine will be associated wi 
his successors for atime. Hours? to 5. Tel. 2232. 





& Sons 


BINGUAM'S 
Improved 
CHLORODYNE 
An agrecable, sure 
anc q ick remedy 
for 

CHOLERA 
Cramrs 
DIARRA 
DYsENTERY 
Sra SIcKNESS 
SuMMBR COMPLAINT 


100 Yoxcs STREET 


The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 


Births 3 
ARNOLD—At Collingwood, Aug. 18, Mrs. Harry D. Arnold, 
of a daughter. 
RE(D—Sydney, Australia, Aug. 20, the wife of Mr. P. Y. 
Reid, of a gon. 
GARLAND—At 447 Somerset street, Ottawa, on Sunday, 
August 21, the wife of John L. Garland, of a son. 
BEATTY—August 26, Mra. Rubert Beatty—a daughter. 
CURR AN—August 24, Mra. H Carran—a daughter. 
PYRKE—Avgust 27, Mrs, V. E. Pyrke—a daughter. 
MORRISON— August 22, Mrs. W. J. Morrison—a son 
STRIKER—August 18, Mrs. F. P. Striker—a daughter. 
DUGGAN—August 23, Mrs. T. W. Duggan—a son. 
DYRE—August 19, Mrs, T. H. Dyre—a daughter. 


Marriages. 
LUSK—BROWNELL— August 24, Charles P. Lusk to Mary 
Ella Vickers Brownell. 
McBRIDE—STODDART—August 24, George A. McBride to 
Etta Victoria Stoddart. 
SHUTI—PIDDINGTON—August 24, Robert A. Shutt to 
Clara Piddington. 
LONDON—FISCHER—August, Orville H. London to Eliza 


Fischer. 

WALLEY—STEVENS—Auguset 22, F. G. Walley to May 
Stevens. 

RODEN—RODDEN—August 23, George E. Roden to Iz\ 
Rodden. 

bse ->~"" Npeenentiinta ees 24, R. R. Wilson to Sara 


see’ 
MILLER—MORRISON—August 24, James M. Miller to 
Annie Morrison. 
FORREST—MORRIS—August 17, Charles Forrest to Edith 


Morris. 
FINDLAY—RICHARDSON—August 24, David A. Findlay 
to Mary A. Richardson. 
LENNOX —FREEMAN—August 27, Professor Carl Lennox 
to Frances Freeman. 
ABBOTT—OSLER—Axuecust 30, Alexander C. Abbott to 
Georgina Bicton Osler, 
ete 


ELLIOTT—A vente 

c —August 29, Maggie Elliott, aged 37. 
HARKES—August 30, Robert Parkes, aged 64. 
ALLBUTT—August 19, Anna Maria Allbutt. 
JOHNSTON —August —, Napiera Johnston. 
BALLARD—August 25, Mary Ballard, aged 23, 

RO WEN— August 80, Daisy Isabella Rowen. 

BUCK— August 28, Nelles B Buck, aged 8 years. 
CHEAPE—August —, John Heary Oheape, aged 44. 
MAITLAND—August 25. John Maitland. 
McPHERSON—August 30, James B. McPherson. 
McDOUGALL—August 18 Maggie McDougall, aged 28. 
STEW ARD—August 2), Caroline Steward. 
STEWARD—August 25, Winnifred Steward, aged 1.; 
GRAINGER—August 24, John Grainger, aged 80. 
SAMPSON—August 24, Thomas Sampson, aged 76. 
PERRY—August —, Samuel Perry, aged 57. 
MACDONALD—August 26, Anne C. Macdonald, aged 69. 
MILLS—Auguat 25, Scott Armstrong Mille. 
HAYDEN—August—, E C. Hayden, 0.S., Ottawa. 
LAUDER—Auguat 26, aes P. Lauder, aged 62. 
FRASER—August 28, John E Fraser, aged 32. 
SCHLENKER—Auguet 25, T. W. Schlenker, aged 24. 
TOOLE—August 24, Agnes Toole. 

WAUGH—August 22, Alice Grace Waugh. 





A choice selection of new designs in WHITE CHINA 
for decorating. 


WEDDING GIFTS A SPECIALTY 


WILLIAM JUNOR 


Telephone 2173. 109 King Street West 


HINA HALL 


(ESTABLISHED 1864) 
49 King Street East, Toronto 


New Doulton Vases 

New Royal Crown Derby 

New Royal Worcester 

New Copeland China 

New Coalport China 

New Wedgwood China 

New printed goods in Din- 
ner, Dessert and Tea 
Sets 

New Glass Table Decora- 


3 Primrose, Heil , Emerald, 
tions Lily of the Valley. ; 


A few ehoice pieces for Decoratin 
from Doulton’s in Ornaments, Cups an 
Saueers, Bon Bors, &c. 


GLOVER HARRISON ESTATE 
IMPORTERS 


[JSeo and endorsed by all lead- 


ing dressmakers. 


SPOOL SILK 


for dressmaking and do- 
mestic use it is unequalled. 
See that the end of ithe 
spool reads Corticelli 


HEINTZMAN & CO. 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


=——=PLANOFORTES=— 


GRAND 


Their thirty-six years 
record the best guarantee 
of the excellence of their 
instruments, 


hs RE 


SQUARE 


UPRIGHT 


Our written guarantee 
for five years accompanies 
each Piano. 


SEND FOR OUR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE 
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Don’t 
ail 


Warerooms : 


Works, 67 to 71 Adelaide Street West 
Braneh Office, 93 Yonge Street 


ano WOOD 
LOWEST PRICES 


OAL - 


0 


EAD oFFICE 
ANS is 


King Street West, Toronto 


TO PUT THE 


PARISIAN STEAM LAUNDRY 


On Your List—‘“‘Island”’ or City 


*Phone 1127 


SYSDOY svg 


BUY THE 


Celebrated Lehigh Valley 


COAL 


FROM THE 


ONTARIO 


COAL CO. 


GENERAL OFFICE: Esplanade, Foot of Church Street. 
BRANCH OFFICES: 818 Yonge Street, 10 King Street East, Queen 


Street West and Subway, 


USE HOWARTH'’S 


Carminative Mixture: 


This medioine ie to other - 

®, Dangebers, Coumpa, god Fela tn the Berane and 
oan G citer ekenaer ameter, 
nights to mothers and nurses. Prepared caly by — 
8. HOWARTH - Druggiet 


243 Yonge Street, T 
Retablished 1849 OO OE as 3 


J. YOUNG 


THE LEADING UNDERTAKER 
847 Yonge Street, Toronto 
TELEPHONE 679. 


corner Baihurst Street an 


Cc. P. R’y. 


nat aie 
an 0} 
EO? 
amie 
Eas 
Ww 


Rp weetats BM Onegae tT 


ENIATIN. LDDRESES 


DESIGNED & ERGROSSED 
A+ H*HOWARD +ReA 
SBIGING ST CASTE, 


PARK LIVERY 


173 and 175 MeCaul Street 


Viotoriae, Coupes, eto. Fine Carriages, 
careful dain tet = 


TELEPHONE 733 tW. J. MUNSHAW Prop. 


yA 





